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Sars 


By Royal Command 


"Take a shop,’ said the Prince, and Mr. Marcovitch, who, 
a hundred years ago, was making his cigarettes in an 
obscure room near Piccadilly knew that their exceilence 
had made him famous. Ever since, Marcovitch Cigarettes 
have been made to the same high standards as won the 
approval of that Eminent Personage and his friends ; they 
ave rolled of the very finest tobacco, for the pleasure of those 
whose palates appreciate perfection. 


(Karoo ileh 


BLACK AND WHITE 
cigarettes for Virginia smokers 
25 for 5/5 


Atso BLACK AND WHITE 
SMOKING MIXTURE 
2 oz. tin 9/6 
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Many men bought their first tube of Gillette Shaving Cream because it 
carried the name Gillette. They expected great things from the firm that 
keeps most of the civilised world clean shaven. 


These same men are now buying their second tube, because they found 
they were not disappointed. Gillette Shaving Cream was better. Produced 
to a new formula, the result of years of research, it gives a new standard 
of shaving comfort not known before and is exceptionally economical. 


If you have not yet tried Gillette Shaving Cream —lather or 


brushless — do so now. 
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for the occasion 


Be it business or pleasure, 
relaxation or social engagement; 
whether you want a lovely 
Scotch tweed or worsted; a pin 
stripe or pin-head, there 

is € MAENSON DUO to fit the 
occasion—made in many sizes 
—one of them almost certainly 
will fit you. 

S.B. 18 GNS. D.B. 19 GNS. 


Other Maenson Clothes 
5-piece suits from 17 gna. 
a-piece suits from £13.17.6 
Blazers from £7.17.6 

Pancy Vests from £3.5.0 
Sports Jackets from £8.18.6 


LEADING MEN'S SHOPS IN LONDON AND THE PROVINCES INCLUDING 


LONDON : Army & Navy Stores Ltd., John Barker & Co. Ltd., 
Selfridges Ltd. @ Maenson Man’s Shops in EDINBURGH: Patrick 
Thomson's @ DUNDEE: D. M. Brown’s @ LEEDS: Marshall & 
Snelgrove @ NOTTINGHAM: Griffin & Spalding @ LIVERPOOL : 
T.&S. Bacon Ltd. or send for the name and address of your nearest stockist to 





JOSEPH MAY & SONS LTD., 106 REGENT ST., LONDON, W.1. 
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Join me for a 


Double Diamond! 


Don’t mind if we do! 


A DOUBLE DIAMOND 
works Wonders 
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Waxtspan is the most versatile outer wall con- 
struction material in use to-day. Wallspan walls can 
be built to serve a wide variety of different needs. 
In a storage warehouse, Wallspan will give you 
all the strength and solidity you could ask. In a 
factory—vastly more daylight with an unusual 
degree of heat insulation, plus facilities for parti- 


tioning, sub-dividing or expanding. In a modern 
school—the maximum measure of fresh air and 
sunshine. In a laboratory it could combine special 
ventilation with rigid requirements in temperature 
control. And give you all these things, please 
remember, at very competitive cost! 

What Wallspan is. Wallspan is a system of 
vertical and horizontal aluminium.alloy members, 


WALLSPAN CURTAIN WALLING 








formed into a grid to carry windows, doors and 
the glass or other panelling. Wallspan walls give 
you complete protection against the weather in any 
climate. The glazing and panelling can be con- 
structed to afford a comfortable working tempera- 
ture even in extremes of heat and cold. 

Beauty with minimum maintenance. Wallspan 
also offers your architect fresh opportunities in 
design, with exciting combinations of glass, metal, 
plastics and other materials. The grid is a non- 
corroding aluminium alloy. With a suitable choice 
of panelling, maintenance is reduced to an 
occasional rub-down by the window cleaners. 

Finally, Wallspan walls go up in a matter of 
days to get your building into use much sooner. 


RELIANCE WORKS * CHESTER 


You'll be using your building sooner—much sooner—if it has Wallspan walls ! 
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In 32 colours, it is dyed the special 


LTD., 


Velvet brings a room to life 


The one inspired touch that makes a 
room “live” —how often the rich gleam 
of velvet can provide such a touch, uni- 
fying contemporary fabrics and antique 
furniture into one harmonious whole. 
Rich and graceful, warm and friendly, 
velvet is truly the queen of fabrics. 


When next you are buying curtains, do 
ask to see the range of velvets at any 
good Furnishing Store. It will be a 
pleasant surprise to find that not all the 
lovely things of life are expensive — for 
Lister’s glowing curtain velvet can be 
had in a wide range of colours at prices 
starting at a very modest figure. 


Curtain Velwet 





by 


OF BRADFORD 


Lister way to keep the colours true, 


MANNINGHAM MILLS, BRADFORD, YORKSHIRE, 
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And she 
of course 
will be 


wearing 
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THE ARISTOCRAT OF 


STOCKINGS 
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Are you a “Hawkins Housewife” ? if not my are making life more difficult “ Poor Mr. M uggeridge / 
than it need be. Hawkins unique i ope oe aarened Se See 
— eee Daren’t have a cat anywhere in the 
TIFFEE. 79/6 aX she Age 
out an x 
cs : 
AGA HEAT LIMITED ' 
2/25, Orchard House, Orchard Street, London, W.1. : 
(Proprietors: Allied Ironfounders Ltd.) } 
é 
A 
(") LEGE me 


" TOASTER 49/6 


The Hawkins turn toaster 
, turns both slices of toast at a touch 
| of the handle — for crisp, crunchy 
| toast in a burry, you can’t beat the 
turn-easy toaster. And it looks aswell 
as it cooks, handsome in its gleaming 
chrome and ebony-black b 





PRESSURE COOKER 
core Se eg . 
ts design so good is He 
Sa cei = mh BH 
sa’ 
too—saves more than its initial 
pape meth, tia = Ay : 
to 25 Imperial Pints. Solves 
ife’s p probllem— 
how to make a man. mealina — 
matter of minutes. 


, Complete and dignified service! 
' Prepare d pe evening meal at lunch 
_ time and place it in the four Pyrex 
-+ containers. Plug in, switch on— 
and in the evening, ev ing is 
+ piping hot, in perfect con " 
| amd ready to serve! Sideboard 
model also available at 11 gns, 





Toilet size 1|-, bath size 2|-, per tab 





Our range also includes electric kettles, our hand food mixer, the famous 


rene wd many gain ig iy aera one w LAO iginal - 


e This famous soap, created by John Roberts in 1820, is stil! 

me made to the original formula, retaining the unique perfume 

7s and generous lathering which characterised it 135 years ago. 
Many families have never used any other soap... 


By appointment toilet soap manufacturers es] to His Late Majesty King George 
OF DRURY LANE -. LONDON. W.C.2 


ROBERTS WINDSOR SOAP COMPANY LIMITED, WINDSOR, ENGLAND 
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The suit you admired 
on the man ahead 
was probably made by Austin Reed 


How emphatically the back of a suit does say, * This is a 
good suit’. In front, rolled lapels, the set of the buttons, trim- 
ness of pockets can sometimes carry off any ready-to-wear 
suit. But it is the back—with only the cut to carry it—that 
can betray a suit or display the excellence of its tailoring. 

Ready for you to try on immediately are single-breasted 
lounge suits in remarkably fine quality worsteds, shades of 
grey, blue and fawn, at £18.18.0., £19.19.0. and £22. 
Two-piece business suits at £16.16.0. and £17.17.0. But 
the choice of suits is so large at Austin Reeds that we 
suggest you come in and browse around at your leisure. 
Our fitters are always in the background, ready to assist 
when called upon. 


AUSTIN REED 
G/ Regent Sucet 


LONDON AND PRINCIPAL c. tt. b8.8 
ot 
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Fast frequent 
flights to 

















Austria 
Getmens 
G yeece 
I folland 
Italy 
Scandinavia 


. 
Switzerland 









Nice going... 
all the way! 


g 1 KLM have a talent for making every journey 
I, a joy. On all kim Airliners you sit in comfort, 


G , with ample leg room, and you are treated 
n= - like an honoured guest. You pay no more, 
of course, just the normal! low Tourist fare. 
When you fly over to the Continent by KLM 


—- it’s a holiday all the way. 


Details of Kim flights and fares are always available 
from your Travel Agent or Kim Royal Dutch 

Airlines, London, Birmingham, 

Manchester, Glasgow and Dublin. 


ROYAL DUTCH 
AIRLINES 
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| = How often it will be found that the luxury 


Benson & Hedges are proud to announce that their 
Super Virginia cigarettes are available in the world’s 


most famous trans, inn, in Great Britain and comfort of near-to-effortless travel i 
THE GOLDEN ARROW . . ‘ 
ERE teeta heightened still more by the deep pleasure o! 


THE HARROGATE PULLMAN ° ’ . ‘ 
THE STATESMAN + THE YORKSHIRE PULLMAN smoking BENSON ».éd HEDGES Super Virginia 
THE TEES-TYNE PULLMAN - THE CUNARDER . . 
|] rae xesristt WELLE + THE BRIGHTON Betts cigarettes — so very carefully made 
THE BOURNEMOUTH BELLI at 


from the finest of fine tobaccos.@ 
ee .s 




















NN, pew only the best well do 





GENSON & HEDGES LTO 
BY APPOINT MENT 
meursne cence BENSON &@ HEDGES LTD OLD BOND STREET * LONDOS 
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“Soonest", said the company ... in TWA's good hands all the 
secretary, “ that means you'll be way. They do all the worrying 
flying A, my lad... that means 


about arranging through flights for 
you... their knowledge of America 
makes it easy for them . . . itll save 
you a lot of time and trouble”. 


there won't be any need for you to 
change airlines between here and 
Los Angeles... you'll stay... 





it did, too... . as eilin as 1 boarded when I arrived at Los 





their Constellation—they’ve got 
the largest fleet of them in the 
world—everyone in TWA seemed 
to be working for my comfort .. . 
talk about morale-building .. . 


Angeles, | felt completely calm, 
collected and rarin’ to go... . 
thing I was . . . James and I had a 
pretty hard selling job to do for 
those contracts we wanted. 


















f \ 
ee TT, 


perth b i if 
Coming home? We felt we'd earned the right 
to celebrate with the sort of food and drinks 
TWA provides . . . as I told James, “ Can't think 
why we ever flew any other way. Let's hurry 
back TWA—it'll give us time to relax". 


riy TWATr0oUSA 


TRANS WORLD AIRLINES USA-+EUROPE+AFRICA-ASIA 

















For full details of TWA services from London to 60 U.3. 

Cities ond of TWA‘s Ale Travel Flen Uor susiness traveters) oF 

. Trans World B58 Piccadilly. i. 

or ‘phone Piccadilly, W. 
T 12é@. TWA Manchester, 4649 






Satisfaction 


Guaranteed ! 
You'll never go back to 
old-fashioned shaving! 
If don’t agree that 
Palmolive Rapid-Shave 
gives you faster, 
smoother, cleaner shaves 
than any brush lather or 
brushless cream, return 










the unused portion to 


refunded 


¥ 
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OUTSHAVES ANY 









Colgate-Palmolive Lid 
Lendon, W.C.2, and 
6/6 plus postage will be 


=. 
h. 
a 


"gg 
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Cuts shaving time in half Makes sha ing painless 
Rich, creamy lather Of the bristl 

without any brushing ! ti oun te aties 
Just spread it on your ike magic . yo 


hardly feel the razor, it 
glides smoothly over 
your skin—trides on a 
cushion of air ! 


beard and you're ready 
for the best shave you 
ever had! 


—/ QUICKER, SMOOTHER, CLEANER 


No messy brush, no greasy cream! 


Quicker than brushless cream, smoother than 
lather with a brush, Palmolive Rapid-Shave’s 
instant lather gives you the shave of your life 

. . tinses off instantly from razor, hands and 
face! Try Palmolive Rapid-Shave TODAY! 


3 MONTHS’ SUPER SHAVING! 


Palmolive Rapid-Shave multiplies itself i 
nearly ten times in lather! And being con- 
centrated, it goes much further than ordi | 


lather. One container lasts for 3 months, 
costs only 6/6d. + 
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The Proportions of the Human Figure 
Leonardo da Vinci 


Man is the measure of all things— 


PROTAGORAS (B.C. 481-411) 


We live in an age of great organisations; can we also live in one of great individuals? 
To reconcile the technical achievement of modern society with the dignity of the men 
and women who compose it is the problem of our time. To reach a solution we must 
first be certain of the aim we set our mammoth communities and world-wide corpora- 
tions; when the last superlative has been uttered, the test must be the same—how 


far they contribute to the happiness, understanding and liberty of the ordinary man. 


The real measure of a modern industry is its power to preserve our human values 
while adding to our material heritage. Man is not just another factor in the 


productive chain—he is the reason for its existence, 


Esso Petroleum Company, Limited 
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“Mr. Brown will 
see you now, sir.” 








Only a few days left in Britain’s ‘2 million New 
Savers’ Campaign. So come in now—join all those others 
who know what a wise thing this is to do. You will be 


building prosperity for yourself and for your country too, 


Become a New Saver now 


OPEN AN ACCOUNT 
IN THE POST OFFICE SAVINGS BANK 
OR A TRUSTEE SAVINGS BANK 


invest in National Savings Certificates 
or 34% Defence Bonds 


“Teme” |e GUARDS 


(5[- worth will do it) you step quietly 
=> out of the crowd 


Mr. Brown will remember his name, 
his pleasing personality and his 
agreeable air of self-confidence. 
Mr. Brown may not remember what 
clothes he was wearing at this first 
meeting, but the suggestion of good 
taste which they convey, will play 
a vital part in creating that first 
favourable impression. He can 
expect a warm handshake from 
Mr. Brown... 





Guards Lounge Suits prices range from 
9 to 17 gns according to material chosen. 


WANTED. 


Zillion 3 


MEN’S CLOTHES IN THE TRUE BRITISH TRADITION 


For a beautifully illustrated free brochure 
featuring Guards Lounge and Sports Suits, Sports Jackets, Blazers, Slacks, 
Overcoats, Rainwear and Dinner Jackets, and for the address of your 
Itsued by the Neatlonal Savings Committee, London, S.W.7 | nearest stockist write to: GUARDS, DURWARD ST., LONDON, E.1 





NEW SAVERS 











xiv Punch, March 23 1955 
















Punch, March 23 1955 


Olivetti Studio 44 














Every feature that distinguishes 
a well-designed and thoroughly 
up-to-date typewriter is found 
in the Olivetti Studio 44. Built 
to a up to the hardest pert 
° professional man or t 

busiest small business, it is strong 
and sturdy, elegant and compact. 


86 character keyboard 
Full-length platen 

Carriage on roller bearings 
Key-set tabulator 

Personal touch-tuning 
Standard size ribbon spools 
Half spacing 





British Olivetti Ltd. 

10 Berkeley Square - London W.1 

Sales Branches: 

London - 32/34 Worship Street, E.C. 2. 
Glasgow - 115/207 Summerlee Street, E. 3. 
Authorized dealers throughout the country 








cea Mh al Wi yf Ml My My) 








xiv Punch, March 23 1955 














Nature herself has packed into every 
gallon of Benzole more energy— 
in other words more miles. 

And National Benzole Mixture 
is not only the most economical fuel 
known, it also gives you more sheer 
performance than any other. 






\\\ The very first gallon will prove it! 


“NATIONAL BENZOLE MIXTURE 


Wellington House, Buckingham Gate, London, SW!. (The distributing organisation owned and entirely controlled by the producers of British Benzole) 


NB28/27 





National Benzole Company Limited, 











erring make oma work of 
Britain’s new highways plan. 








FODEN F.£.D. 4 WHEELED DUMPER 
Half-cab type powered by either 
the Foden 4 cylinder 2 stroke, ar 
Gardner 5 cylinder oil engine, 
& Speed Gear Box, Body 6 cubic 
yard capacity 


Full 8° elevation in 12 seconds 











For further details write to 
FODENS LIMITED + SANDBACH + CHESHIRE B. Seppelt & Sons Ltd. London Branch : 88 Cannon St., London, E.C.4. Tel.: MAN 2746 
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You caw always tet nw 





From a really well-tailored suit you expect comfort from th 
start as well as good looks to the end. And Daks have 

a flair for combining these two qualities. The Freedom of thy 
City, so to speak, in that beautifully tailored coat, 

And the comfort of self-supporting trousers. Among the Dal 
suits cut out for a busy city life, there are many new 

fine botany worsteds, in the latest shades in hairline, shado 


stripe, neat herringbone and subdued checks, 
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H” far is it to America? Only 79 miles — when you go by United States 
Lines —the distance from London to Southampton. Once up the gangway of 
the Blue-Riband “United States” or the beautiful “America,” and you're in the 





U.S.A. Between you and New York is a luxurious American vacation. Life is 
gay and friendly on board these ships. Cuisine is second to none in the world -— 
new American dishes as well as perfect Continental cooking. You can see pre- 
release films; swim in a beautiful heated pool; dance to famous American 
bands — or just relax in quiet, undisturbed comfort. You'll enjoy every minute 
of your American vacation aboard one of these great ships. Everyone does! 
Fares are payable in sterling; dollar credits are available for expenses on board. 

Arrive rested, relaxed and refreshed 


nile Shales Sines 


SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT OR UNITED STATES LINES, 50 PALL MALL, LONDON, S.W.1 
— a “ e- =a hd ie we “gaitlote okie 
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FOR NEW IDEAS * 


ON BUSINESS THINKING 
You have an important decision to make. Do your records 


contain all the facts properly collated, logically and 
accurately presented? Send for the Man from Remington 
Rand. He can explain how Visible Recording can be 
tailored to your needs, put all the facts at your finger tips 
—and give you more time for constructive thought. 


THIS IS KARDE X—the Visible Record system 
that ‘thinks’; graphically portraying the facts and figures 
of stock, personnel, sales, or budgeting. Colour signalling 
speeds reference, indicates routine procedures, pinpoints all 
variations from normal. Kardex can centralize and simplify 
your business records, however specialised they may be; 
save you time, money and effort. Find out more about 
Kardex... 


Send for the Man from 
Memington. Fland 


COUPON : | would like to know more about Kardex. 
Please # arrange for a representative to visit me { | 





# send me inf ive free lit {_] (tick course of action required). 
Hep IA Ray hE 

IO cos bis Hcadhaescdebindibelinn sis dlppiseceovers=asdseviaieabines eeaiibebeds 
ADDRESS 

REMINGTON RAND LTD 


» 1-19 NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON WC! 
a SALTS one 
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REVERTEX LIMITED 
Record Sales & Profits 


CAPITALISATION OF RESERVES 


MR. D. H. SCOTT’S STATEMENT 


The 3ist annual general meeting of perenen Limited was | 
March 17 at 51-55 Strand, London W.C., Mr. D. H. Scott, cha 
and managing director, presi 

The secretary (Mr. H. K. Marsh) read the notice convening the mu 
and the report of the auditors. 

The following is the chairman's statement circulated with the 1 
and accounts for the year ended September 30, 1954;— 

I am glad to welcome you to-day in our own board room in ou: 
offices in the Strand, For some time before we moved from King Wi! 
Street House our Head Office staff was rather cramped. Now eve: 
has good conditions of work and there is plenty of room for expansi 

I am happy to be able to report once again a very satisfactory 
progress for our Company, The volume of sales and the net profit 
both established new records, 


PRODUCTION AND SALES 


Demand for Revertex and Revultex—the trade names for the typ 
concentrated rubber latex we make in Malaya and Ceylon—has 
well maintained throughout the year and sales showed a healthy iner 
over the previous year. 

Although there has been some further general improvement of secu: 
in Malaya, the area of Central Johore, in which we are mainly interes: 
is still unsettled and there have been a number of unpleasant incic: 
during last year, Fortunately none of the incidents affected ou: 
staff, and supplies of latex to our plants have not been interrupted 

Sales of Emultex—our polyvinyl acetate emulsion—have also sh 
a satisfactory increase. Our principal customers in the paint trad 
optimistic about the p cts for their new emulsion paints, and 
result of the installation of additional plant in our Harlow factor 
in @ position to meet all likely demands for our products for 
to come. 

The erection of our second factory at Harlow, to which | referred 
my speech last year, is now nearly completed 

The development. of Alcotex--our trade name for polyviny! alcoho! 
has proceeded steadily although rather slowly, We ate now in r 
production on a small scale and hope to increase our output 
during the course of this year. 


ACCOUNTS 


For the year under. review the 








some til 


substan 


rofit before tax amounted to £43% 

as compared with £302,493 for the previous year and £120,907 for 
year before that. The net profit after making full provision for taxati 
was £190,077 as compared with £101,993 and £43,407 for the | 
preceding years. 

Our liability to Excess Profits Levy for the quarter ended 31 et Dev 
1953, the first quarter of our financial year under review, amounted 
shown in the Accounts, to £15,000. We are thankful to see the «1 
this tax which bore particularly heavily on all developing Compan 


DIVIDEND AND PROSPECTS 


The Directors recommend the payment of a final dividend o! 
cent., less tax, making with the interim dividend of 10 per cent. | 
paid last November, a total of 25 per cent., less tax, for the year. ‘I! 
total dividend of 25 per cent., less tax, will absorb the sum of 
net, and after allowing for the £25,000 cupitalised last year, unapproy 
profits will be increased by £127,264 to £352,677. In addition 
to the necessary increase in the authorised capital, the Directors pro 
to issue to the present shareholders 550,000 new ordinary shar 
each, credited as fully paid, in the proportion of one new share for 
two shares held. This will involve the capitalisation of £137,500 o/ 
unappropriated profits of £352,677. H.M. Treasury has given its « 
to this issue. 

As regards prospects, J am glad to say that our business continu 
increase in volun despite growing competition but the margin of | 
is becoming somewhat less, Al gh we suffered to some extent 
October last from the effects of the dock strike, there was a rapid re: 
in November and the results for the first quarter of our current fine 
year compare favourably with the corresponding quarter of the pri 
fear. 

/ In conclusion | know you would like me to express our appr 
and thanks to all our staff and employees whose united effort 
produced the highly satisfactory Bac. a you have before you to-da 





The report and accounts were unanimously adopted and the pro 
increase of capital and share issue were approved. 











Vv! 
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“I'll give eighty-two million!” says Father Thames 


THE HUGE FORD FACTORY AT DAGENHAM uses 82 
million gallons of Thames water every day—enough 
to float a battleship. Why this enormous quantity? 
... Mainly for the Blast Furnace and the big Power 
House. For rorp make their own iron, produce their 
own electricity. What does this mean to you as a user 
of motor transport? It means higher quality at lower 
costs. The unique siting of the Dagenham Factory 


“Taken!” say 


rFoRD PRoDoOUCcTS = THE 





80° 


affords the benefits of waterborne transport of raw 
materials and finished products—saving in costs both 
ways—and the advantages of cheap and abundant 
water for producing iron and electricity at lowest 
cost. These large fundamental] savings in overheads 
are passed on to you, the user of Ford products. “Ford 
*5-Star’ Motoring 


claim: it is a fact, based on facts like those above. 


the best at lowest cost”’ is not a mere 





of Dagenham 


Besr AT L-owesr®rT cos Tt 
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HOSE who are worried over the 
disclosures about the Yalta 
conference should console them- 

selves with the old maxim that you can’t 
believe everything you read in the Papers. 


Pygmies One-Five 

First to cash in on intimations of 
world destruction is the firm which has 
converted a disused stone mine into a 
radiation-proof depository for the storage 
of company records on microfilm. As 
a director of the enterprise said per- 
suasively, “We are all becoming more 
‘underground-minded.’”” Nor, accord- 
ing to a Press handout, have “con- 
ventional” weapons been overlooked. 
The depository is fitted not only 
with devices to resist “blast, heat 
and radiation” but with “ anti-blowpipe 
steel doors.” ~ 


Nurses Next 

No one will complain of the expression 
“serious problem” used by a spokes- 
man of the Central Middlesex Hospital 
reporting the disappearance, during the 





past fifteen months, of “400 sheets, 
191 blankets, 442 pillow cases, 503 
towels and 28 pairs of pyjama trousers.” 
It remains doubtful, however, whether 
the problem will be much relieved by 
an appeal, now to be addressed to new 
patients, in a letter beginning: “This 
hospital is yours. It belongs to all of 
Usk» 


Disclaimer 

Prop_e were recently invited to write 
to a morning paper recalling the biggest 
lies they had told. One confessed that 
when rebuked for not saluting an officer 
he pretended to be a Frenchman; 


oO 





Ox 


<<” CHARIVARIA 
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another that he once claimed to be an 
expectant father, and so cheated his way 
to the head of a meat queue. A valuable 
service was thus done to ease the con- 
science of the man in the street, who 
is deprived of the familiar morning 
papers’ opportunities to withdraw false 
statements unreservedly and apologize 
for annoyance and inconvenience caused. 


Curtain Speech 

Mr, Nekrasov said in Stockholm 
that “the Soviet Union has to-day only 
one atomic power station with a 
capacity exceeding 50,000 kilowatts, 





and that is only an experimental plant.” 
Although Mr. Nekrasov is Russia’s 
Minister of Power Stations few people 
had heard of him before, or are likely 
to again. 


A-Line Lament 
But where have you gone to, my 
darling? 
Remaining is scarcely a particle: 
From the knees to the nape 
You’ve abandoned your shape 
For a truly Indefinite Article. 


Limelight 

Any suspicion that Mr. Herbert 
Morrison is slipping as a public figure 
must be dispelled by the recent report 
in a London evening paper diary 
column that two girl students at the 
Brighton College of Art and Crafts are 
granddaughters of his sister, 


Political Gesture 
Tue recent Madras incident, when 
Mr. Nehru hurled a pillow at fellow 
Congress delegates to express his delight, 
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offered rich and varied opportunities fo: 
topical allusion, and it is humiliating 
to be reduced to the comment that i 
was a pretty silly thing to do anyway 


Chanson Triste 
Wnen Bangkok entertained repr 

sentatives of the SEATO nations, party 
guests of the Siamese Premier wer 
entertained by a dance tune from thy 
pen of General Karp, the Propagands 
Minister, This was no doubt a 
variation on the plaintive old them 
“They Didn't Believe Me.” 


Heaven His Destination 

VASES, pigs and a harp were handed 
over in exchange for second-hand cars 
when a firm of Brighton dealers recently 
resorted to barter to reduce stocks. ‘Th 
customer who handed over the harp is 
expected to be back for it any time. 


Asking For It 


“Poop.es,” announces the owner of 
the Poodle Paradise Saloon, Detroit, 
“get income tax nerves.” When 
masters and mistresses are irritable th 
poodle gets irritable too. Who sxys 
animals have brains? The time when 





master and mistress are looking roun:| 
for something to cut down on is the las’ 
time any sensible poodle would choos 
to start throwing his weight about. 


Food of Hate 

EXPERIMENTS in the therapeutic us 
of music, reported in a talk to the Roya! 
Society of. Arts, seem to have achieved 
only about fifty per cent success. No 
marks can be awarded in the case o! 
mental patients provoked to blows by 








lullabies, full marks in that of patients 
who, after a performance of Vaughan 
Williams’ F Minor Symphony, enjoyed 
“much emotional release in the form 
of openly expressed hostility towards 
psychiatrists.” 


Cave, It’s Winnick 

SENSATIONAL on American television, 
says a Hollywood report, is a performer 
who always seems half dead, never 
laughs, never finishes an intelligent 
sentence, speaks in a halting monotone 
and continually trails off into “ Uhbh... 
uhhh ...uhhh...” It looks rather as 
if America has held the copyright in 
party political broadcasts all this time. 


Gratuitous Insults? 

ACCORDING to a report by the Bribety 
Prevention League, tips do not come 
under their jurisdiction, as they are 


usually given “in a spirit of thankfulness 
that the service was not worse.” 
Recipients give no sign of gratitude, 
however, that the tip was not less. 


Who, Me? 

ACCORDING to that tireless body of 
writers, the Evening Standard Night 
Reporting Corps, Mr. Billy Wallace 
asked recently, “How do people get the 





impression that I spend all my life 
popping balloons and tearing down 


streamers?” Mr. Wallace might get 
some enlightenment from that tireless 
body of writers, the Evening Standard 
Night Reporting Corps. 
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Sky Black with Food 

A recent Air Ministry news letter 
contained what at first glance seemed 
disturbing mews about the spread 
of farming among R.A.F. units in 
Germany, where the men are growing 
rye, wheat, oats and garden vegetables 
and raising poultry, rabbits and pigs. To 
allay suspicions that nothing is flying 
over there, however, it must be added 
that these activities have recently been 
extended to include the breeding of 
pheasants and grouse. 


Quiet Time 
Nuclear explosions can now be silent, says 
the Foreign Secretary. 
Jusr when things were. getting 
frightening 

People are relieved, no wonder, 

To learn they'll only see the lightning, 
And never hear the thunder. 


Labor Improbus Anser : 


| N times before the Welfare State began, 
The Socialistic party had a Plan. 
Now in the twilight of the Grand Design 


But who shall draw the line and how to 
know it 

Are mysteries to those who have to toe it. 

Lest Comrades voice opinions of their own 

"Tis best have Government by Gramophone, 

And statesmanship’s supremest test's to park 

Three hundred animals within one Ark. 

Se all consign, reluctant but politely, 

Their souls to God, their votes to William Whiteley. 





There were who thought-—and had thought all along— 
To have the bomb at all was very wrong. 

But Bevan's plan was not so much to stop it 

As, having it, to let the others drop it. 

It was not what he said but how he said it. 

The Cause, said Gaitskell, suffers grave discredit; 
Since Manners makyth Man, he sternly held 

‘That the Man Mannerless must be expelled. 

Hate conquers all. ‘The golden rule of Labour 

Is always Love Yourself and Hate Your Neighbour. 
The giddy, endless game, Who's in? Who’s out? 
Goes round and round like any roundabout, 

And ends by always giving back the Whip 

To any Rat who joins the sinking ship. 


There were who thought it statesmanlike and wise 
‘To find some formula of compromise. 

Strachey, who had been most things in his day, 
Came out a prophet of the Middle Way. 


The Comrades still are bid to toe the line, 








or The Whip Withdrawn 


The Ship of State, he’d got her where he meant 
her, 

And brought her home a little left of centre. 

Could not the Left and Right perhaps afford 

To split their differences and come aboard 

And tidy up at least some little bits 

Of splits within a split within two splits? 

E’en Dalton, answering to his better self, 

Raised himself lumberingly from off the shelf, 

And Healey thought, while not dissenting trom 

The notion that we ought to make the bomb, 

To show the world we served no private ends, 

Be sure, we'd only drop it on our friends, 

No noise so loud, in all, ’mid clamorous hum, 

As that of Callaghan remaining mum. 


Alas, each new proposal now propounded 

Leaves the confusion only worse confounded. 
Wiggs on the green and Warbeys on the mat, 
Dick Adand hurls the pigeons at the cat, 

And Attlee’s mind—a blank that has no flaw— 
Now drops its bricks without a single straw. 

The inner secrets of the party mind, 

What depth can plumb them or what art can find? 
What art indeed? As Moses said to Pharaoh, 

Zero plus zero always equals zero, 


So Attlee spoke. The meeting gave consent 
And peals of thunder shake the firmament. 
A little gingerly they toe the line 

By a majority of twenty-nine. 


The deed is done. They've given him the sack again. 


It won't be long before they have him back again. 
CrristopHer HoLis 





Sa 
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LOVE LOCKED OUT 

















Schotto Bottled 


DVERTISING in a recent issue 
A of the New Yorker, Messrs. 
Barton and Guestier (Wine 
Merchants Inc.) have undertaken the 
enlightened task of introducing their 
clientéle to certain European wines 
which many an American has either 
never heard of or (if we may credit 
rumour) is too frightened to order on 
the telephone for fear of mispronoun- 
cing. ‘The advertisernent contains the 
following list: 
So tairn, 
May dock, 
Bow Joe lay. 
Poo yee Fweesay. Poe mahr, 
Schotto Neff du Pop. Grahv, 
Sant Ay mec lee on, 

Literate Europeans and Orientals 
will, of course, recognize at once the 
titles of eleven. comparatively well- 
known national Drinking Songs. But 
I wonder how many Americans will 
know the words (or, indeed, the mean- 
ing) of these “ditties” that Messrs. 
Barton and Guestier are obviously 
recommending their clients to sing, 
while the unfamiliar bottle goes round 


Shah blee. 
Mah kon. 
Mawn rah shay. 


By PAUL 


the table. It is for their benefit that | 
take the liberty of adding an explanatory 
“gloss” on some of the better-known 
songs. 

So tairn became popular in Scotland 
about 1796: 


So tairn frae yon stuir, 
An’ glaur me the tassie. 
Wha helpit the puir 
Nae gowaned a lassie ! 


Nae gowaned a mither 
Wha whelpit a bairn! 

We'll quecht it thegither, 
So tairn, lassie, tairn ! 


[stuiy: mess. glaur: toss.  tassie: 
utensil. gowaned: solicited (sc. for 
advice). quecht: turpitudinem alicui 
per vim inferre.] 

The ladies (or “lassies’”) should 

courteously turn as each man drinks the 

wine from his individual utensil. ‘The 
piece has been translated into Lallans 
by Sidney Goodsir Smith, but the 
original is the simpler version. 

May Dock is a fourteenth-century 


English wassail song. ‘The words of 
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these often had very little relevance to 
the act of drinking, until they resolved 
into the rollicking chorus that was 
wassail’s happiest convention: 


Sith May dock blowé, 
We schal hav snowé 
When bulluc lowé 
Wid windeés snell. 


Ac fadeth May dock 
In fold and padock, 
Ve holt ne hadock 
Moun swweté smell. 


Then troll the boll, boteler . . . etc. 


[snell: painful. hadock: haycock ; not 
(as Quiller-Couch in The Oxford Book 
of English Verse) haddock.] 


Bow Joe Lay is a straight eighteenth- 
century drinking shanty: 


"Twere nor’ nor west from Port o’ 
Brest 
(Yare, yare and away !) 
That hard abaft the scupper-tholes 
Bow Foe lay. 


With a ho, foe! Blow, Foe! 
Row me round the bay. 
Fill us a tot and wet the spot 

Where Bow Foe lay. 


Bow Joe has never been satisfactorily 
identified. Some hold that “bow” 
refers to the shape of his limbs and is 
an ellipsis for ‘ bow-legged Joe” ; others, 
that it is a corruption of Fr. beau and 
that, for a naval man, he was singularly 
beautiful. 

Poo-yee Fweesay is a Chinese haiku 
(circ. 5080 B.c.) and should strictly be 
sung only when drinking wine that has 
been distilled from rice. 


Poo- yee fweesay, 

Ori-tamae ! 

Nao, nao, hou han shi. 
Shan-kuei fweesay, ho tsai yii. 


P; mcess Poo-yee, 

Come down! 

Vao, nao, blows the autumn wind, 

I long for a royal lady, but dare not 

spe ak. 
(tr. Arthur Waley) 

The author, Po, is said to have died of 
drink. 

Schotto Neff, Du, Pop? is a traditional 
Yiddish lament still sung, over a glass 














: 
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of klatsch on the Sabbath, by the 
descendants of those Jews who were 
driven from the Great Ghetto of Neff 
by edict of Czar Nicholas at the turn of 
the nineteenth century. 


“ Schotto Neff, du, Pop? 
Schotto Neff, du, Pop?” 
“ Weh, weh, bontsche schnee! 
Schot’ woh’ Neff dein Pop.” 


“Dost remember Neff, thou, mine 
father? 
Neff, 


Dost remember 

father?” 
**Woe, woe! Silent snow! 
Remembers well Neff thine father.” 


thou, mine 


With the words of the remaining songs 
I am unfamiliar, though any reasonably 
experienced folklorist will recognize 
the titles. 

Sant Ay, Mee Lee On was first sung 
in French by a group of seventeenth- 
century Catholic missionaries far from 
their home village (‘St.Ay, white- 
roofed, still calls ...”) and translated 


by their Hawaiian converts, whose 
descendants sing it to this very day— 
though its regional significance has 
long been forgotten and it is sung chiefly 
during beach-banquets arranged at 
moderate cost for the tourist trade. I am 
indebted to the Guide Michelin for a 
comprehensive note on modern St. Ay: 


EXRENA Loiret. @-@ - 620 b. Alt. 100 - we, - 
@~ Bouguereau, B P2 


Shah Blee is a \oyal toast from the 
fourth-century Persian; Mah Kon, a 
popular Siamese love-song; Maton 
Rah Shay, a ritualistic Hindu invocation 
to Rah Shay (King Breath), which is 
not really a drinking song at all, unless 
Messrs, Barton and Guestier have 
actually bottled the waters of the Ganges; 
Poe Mahr (more correctly Po Mahr: 
“A little more!"’), a skjemtsang (joke- 
song) in which second-year students of 
Upsala University induct freshmen into 
the joys of Aquavit; and Grahv, a 
Latvian dirge. 

A good list, on the whole, though 
there are notable omissions. What of 
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the Tibetan Ahman Yak? Or that 
festive group of Italo-Yugoslay cam 
zonette della frontiera compositely called 
Romanay Contee (‘Tales of the Gipsics)’ 
Or the bitter little Trinidad calypso 
Ma, go!? Or the evergreen Arnjex 

Arnjew de kutiest 

Butiest frutiest 

Beih-— 

Arnjew? 
But this, on second thoughts, is stil! in 
current usage among certain irredentis' 
minorities all over America,  ‘I'hx 
Vanderbilts are said to sing it in family 
conclave once yearly. New York (on: 
so easily forgets) used to be Nicuw 
Amsterdam. 


a a 


The life-saving forces must be organize: 
and trained in three separate but related 
formations: a local organization, reinforc: 
ments of mobile forces, and behind these th: 
whale of the armed forces not active! 
engaged in repelling the enemy.” 

The Daily Telegraph 


Just spouting at G.H.Q. 








O we are to have a new classifi- 
cation of pathology. 


“ Now, my boy, tell the examin- 
ing board what you make of that 
specimen,” 

“Cholangitis with gall-stones, sir.” 

“Excellent! Would you say it was a 
disease of public interest?” 

“No, sir. Unless it happened to a 
Cabinet Minister or someone else 
important,” 

“Quite so, quite so. A sniffle in a 
princess would go on the front page, of 
course. How about this case here?” 

“Congenital generalized hypertri- 
chosis, The poor child was born covered 
with hair, Very rare.” 

“Correct. Of public importance?” 

“Oh yes, sir. ‘Ape Boy Born In 
Peckham 

“Good, my lad, you've. passed.” 

The notion that anybody's disease— 
short of rampaging smallpox—is of 
legitimate interest to the rest of the 
public seems as revolutionary an idea to 
the medical profession as the intro- 
duction of aseptic surgery. But the 
doctors have admitted the principle, 
and now the B.M.A. meets Fleet Street 

apparently only to prevent such 
embarrassments as Sir Charles Quinsey's 
discovery, when looking through a 
laryngoscope down the throat of a film 
star, that a man from the evening papers 
is squinting over his shoulder. 

Even a well-meaning P.R.O. ap- 
pointed by the National Health Service 








By RICHARD GORDON 


to each hospital wouldn’t much alter 
the clinical trend of the Sunday papers. 
I know this because I once worked on a 
medical journal sufficiently enlightened 
to hold a layman’s Press conference 
every week. This was to indicate 
articles of public importance, and so 
further health education, self-know- 
ledge, public health, personal hygiene, 
and other noble ideals. ‘The reporters 
were always polite eager young men, 
who put out their cigarettes and kept 
calling everyone doctor, But the 
conferences were never a success. 

“A most interesting article this week 
on hookworm,” I would begin. “* This 
is one of the most widespread and 
important global infections, the physica! 
and economic consequences of which 
may——”’ 

“Excuse me, doctor, but what's this 
paragraph about a girl thinking she was 
a man?” 

“Oh, very minor, a dull hallucination 
in one single case. Now, this paper 
proving that if everyone ate, drank, and 
smoked less they’d be much healthier 
and-——"’ 

“Doctor, what are these monsters?” 

“Monsters? Merely a technical term 
for a malformed fetus. Of no import- 
ance to the public. The Report on 


page five of the World Health Organ- 
ization——” 


Sunday 


Next I would see sHE 
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Let British Babies Have Two Heads! 


THOUGHT SHE COULD BE A FATHER and 
BRITISH MOTHERS HAVE MONSTERS, all 
quoting our journal. I wondered if the 
painstaking authors of the long scientific 
papers knew that their most enthusi- 
astic readers were not the practising 
doctors—to most of whom the greatest 
value of a medical journal is reminding 
them it’s Friday again by thumping on 
to the doormat—but the worried men 
in newspaper offices who read the 
whole issue through the night before 
publication, as earnestly as students 
before their scholarships. 

The newspapers’ complaint that they 
can never extract information from 
doctors about their cases would be 
utterly incomprehensible to the gentle- 
man who taught me surgery, Old Blood 
and Thunder. No reporter would have 
dared to question him in the hospital 
corridors—no more would he have 
buttonholed the Lord Chief Justice and 
asked what he gave for the prisoner’s 
chances. Blood and Thunder allowed 
that The Times could give politely 
woolly reports of notable invalids, but 
mentioning someone’s clinical state in 
the Press struck him as no less out- 
rageous than publishing the full post- 
mortem report in the middle of a 
bishop’s obituary. 

Blood and Thunder would never tell 
the newspapers anything; but he never 
told his patients anything either. The 
worried supplication “‘What’s wrong 
with me, doctor?” brought the reply, 
if he was in a good mood, “It’s only a 
lot of long Latin names, my dear fellow, 
and you wouldn’t understand a word of 
it,” or “It's none of your damn 
business,” if he wasn’t. 

The time thus saved in his professional 
lifetime undoubtedly enabled him to 
remove several hundred more stomachs. 
This suggests that the P.R.O. is wanted 
inside the hospital, to help the over- 
worked medical staff. 

The public to-day aren’t satisfied 
with the simple admission “ You've got 
an ulcer” or “We're going to take out 
your thyroid.” They want half an 
hour's lecture on the type of ulcer, the 
X-ray appearances, and the prognosis ; 
or they tell the surgeon he'll catch it 
if he so much as nips one of their 
recurrent laryngeal nerves. The trouble 
is, they've been reading the newspapers. 
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“It came by hand, sir.” 
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A World of Women By J. MACLAREN-ROSS 


HE sun, this noontide, bleaching 
with a glare incandescent the 
vacuum sky above the park, 
lambently was refracted by the lake 
whose waters, once upon a winter 
almost two decades bygone, segments of 
ice had brittlely floated in. That, how- 
ever, was a whilom era, global-war- 
transected: now was a different season, 
another o’clock--summer heat presently 
blistered the seedy stucco Regency 
facades of houses which seemed in more 
than one sense to have come unstuck, 
The pilasters of 2 Windsor Terrace in 
particular were peeling, piebald with 
flaking plaster; spikes of bird-droppings 
like stalactites depended from the 
crumbling cornices overhead. ‘We 
paint every four years,”’ ‘Thomas Quayne 
quondamly had declared, but a buzz- 
bomb’d accounted for him before the 
quaternary was up; it is unwise to set a 
term to anything in times so skittishly 
unstable, since Anna, ‘Thomas's widow, 
excluding the kind she put on her face, 
developed thereafter into not much of a 
one for paint. Most of the upstairs was 
long out of commission, yet, on this as 
many other morns, from a barred window 
(attic? nursery?) way on high, a girl 
might have been seen mooning down. 
Indisputably a beauty (not flawless, 
but which of us after all is?), her hair 
lopped-at arbitrarily with what may 
have been the garden shears (though 
happily this is a mode in fashion), belted 








With acknowledgments to Elizabeth Bowen 


up in a frock of pre-war period, she 
clutched to her incipient bosom a black, 
moiré-covered book of a type that at the 
time she was born might be bought for 
a shilling, but may nowadays rush you 
more than double. Of an age tradition- 
ally sweet, she’d been named after the 
sixth month of the year—in fact that in 
which, now June is introduced and the 
scene all set, this story can be said to at 
last get under way. 


Late risers all, the inhabitants of 
No. 2 were nonetheless at this hour astir. 
Anna Quayne, up in her bedroom, lit 
the sodden stub of last night's fag and 
took a sip of gin and meth to cut, as 
she'd have put it, the phlegm: sardonic- 
ally ogling the reflection her fly- 
stippled cheval-glass flung back, like an 
insulting gift quite rightly rejected. 
Straggles of ci-devant ash-blonde hair, 
now cinder-grey, she shoved from sight 
beneath the silk turban, never day or 
night removed—any more than was the 
make-up whose successive substrata 
made her face stand out, as it were, in 
relief. Her door opened on the sporadic 
inexpert clumping of her half-sister-in- 
law's typewriter echoing up uncarpeted 
shaft of stair—Anna’s smile, however, 
was not more than ordinarily derisive as 
she listened ; for though the house under 
Thomas's will was hers, Portia with the 
novels and stories she desultorily yet 
profitably turned off might indubitably 

be termed the 
breadwinner, now 
her husband 
Dickie, retired 
from the bank, did 
damn all but blow 
his pension on 
whisky, the dog- 
track, or the pools. 


Portia Hec- 
comb’s body, once 
concave and 
linearly jerkily 
fluid, had co- 
agulated somewhat 
since her marriage 
and wobbled now, 
like an imperfectly 
réussi_ blancmange, 
as she stabbed on 
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at the recalcitrant keys, stiffly stamping 
out on paper mauvely smudged from the 
moist carboned fingers of the creatrix 
another descriptive bit. The excessive 
sensitivity, which in youth’d been a 
torture and was become her stock- 
in-trade, had not forsaken her. It was 
not a quality her daughters outwardly 
abounded in—June, yes, may perhaps 
have inherited a portion: Madge, the 
six-year-old, who now thrust in through 
the study door, had in this respect been 
left altogether in the cold. 

As if stuffed, Madge stood accusatory, 
under one arm the Grand Grimoire, 
crooked within the other her waxen 
Voodoo doll, spiky as a poreupine with 
pins pierced through and modelled in 
the likeness of her dad. Peer pre- 
occupiedly at her prose though she might, 
Portia could not for long ignore the 
mite’s unwinking stare—and broke 
silence by inquiring: “Is that a louse 
I see upon your pinny?” 

“Mother, could I be described as, 
d’you think, a chip off the Compton- 
Burnett?” 

“Why, whoever did!” 

“Anna, of course—the similarity | 
admit’s perceptible sometimes in 
speech” (as Portia dollied indignantly 
towards the door). “She also says you 
did not ought to have married Father 
ever % 

“And whom did I ought to have wed, 
”" the mother 
with more than a spice of irony inquired, 
longing nonetheless to know, 

“Someone called, if I’m not mistaken, 
Eddie. Only he was it seems a bounder, 
and anyway got blown, later, in- 
gloriously up—Aunt Anna’s own phrase 

and now she feels to blame for having 
chucked you, as she says, into daddy’s 
arms 

“Madge, I absolutely forbid———” 

“Though I cannot see even an 
Oxonian Eddie as much improvement; 
and even supposing, would I’ve been 
certain to get hatched?” 

Portia, moving forward sharply to 
reprove—even, it might be, chastise— 
caught her heel in a goaty rug: at the 
desk’s edge blindly clutched: an over- 
hanging cliff of books crumbled at her 
touch, foothold slid from under; sud- 
denly prone beneath Madge’s astonished 


in your aunt’s opinion? 
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stare, she found her own drawn as if by 
some fateful pointing finger to the 
bureau above. ‘There, avalanche’d set 
up in earnest: an edifice of influences 
raint¢d down—Henry James, De la 
Mare, inevitably Austen, struck, 
bounced off, piled up pyramidally on 
her as June and Anna, attracted by the 
awakened echoes, burst in some seconds 
later, Portia, still prone, gazed un- 
believingly overhead at the empty open 
drawer that until last night had housed 
her Diary: the black, moiré-covered book 
abstracted by Anna, eighteen years 
before, from an escritoire upstairs—and 
which, at this very moment, fell—open 
at the name of Eddie—out of June's 
corsage plump in her mother’s lap. 


Hearts can kick the bucket but once: 
the smack of a second betrayal’s super- 
ficially harder, yet doesn’t bruise so 
deep. 

“What sent me, principally, was the 
style,” the indubitable daughter un- 
heedingly continued, “and not at all 
your silly old Eddie—though I'll admit 
he’s, as you present him, alive—a 
man—" the detestable suggestion 
that living males could be desirable, 
except by their absence, in this female 
world drew Portia and her sister-in-law 
momentarily together, as though uniting 
against invasion: even Madge signified 
agreement by driving a nail into her 
doll—‘‘ Yes, and Daddy, and Major 
Brutt, and Uncle Thomas too!” 
defiantly went on the girl; “‘All living, 
at least then—Daddy you did for 
between you a long time ago; men, not 
ghostly lovers, dim traitors, or just 
presences unseen!—I never dreamed 
you could at any time have written 
naturally, to make people really talk.” 
She scanned scornfully the shect of 
typescript cockied-up with heat in the 
jaws of the machine: “‘I now do 
wonder how I so long endured this!’- 
that, sister—or I should say, mother 
goes for me also. And why the inverted 
syntax—this Welsh effect when Ireland 
your scene here, if anywhere, is?” 

But the question was forever to 
remain unanswered; for key clicked in 
latch outside, the hall door banged 
agape then, noisily, shut: loud voices 
were heartily —gruffly !—upraised : heavy 
fcet—unmistakably masculine, encased 
in hobnailed boots at that by the sound 
of them—stumbled and skidded on the 
stone floor. 





















































gah Ani, 
etaHe1JaUS 


“Sw 























“A set of views of Taormina sounds wonderful, but a little too late for 
the Christmas card trade.” 


* Dickic!"” Anna dramatically hissed. 
“He’s brought some brutes back from 
the pub!” 

“Heavens!’’ Portia’s hands flew to 
her head—‘No dinner ready and my 
hair not done’’—-Madge’s mouth hung 
lopsided and she grabbed at the Grand 
Grimoire; only June seemed unaffected 
by the invasion—could, even, an expres- 
sion of anticipated pleasure have 
flickered across her lovely features? 

“June, do something, can’t you!” 
rapped Anna at her: it was as if men 
being somewhere in the offing had 
already subtly coarsened the patterns of 
her speech—‘‘ Head those bar-sinisters 
off whilst we change—before they 
guzzle all the gin!” 

No sooner ordered than obeyed: 
June had beetled like an antelope off 
up the stairs, pausing infinitesimally 
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outside with a hand on the knob befor 
softly pushing the drawing-room doo: 
ajar. Alas!—on the order of her 
entrance, as she made her smiling way 
towards those awkward, uncouth shap« 
(all, her father included, of an insen 
sitivity outrageous), the story, when 
about to become interesting, abruptly 
ended, 


a a 


‘The motor trade were in severe danye: 
of losing their reputation of being looked 
upon as rogues and vagabonds, as racketec: 
and istic operators, said Mr. Georg: 
Valentine, president of the Scottish Moto: 
Trade Association, when he spoke at th: 
annual dinner of the Edinburgh and distri: 
centre of the association in the Charl. 
Rooms, Edinburgh, last night.” 

The Scotsman 


Nonsense! Ask any motorist. 
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HEN such airy-fairy 
nostrums as new six-lane 
highways, fly-overs, clover- 
leaves, fast by-passes and 
underground car parks had 
been disposed of as mere 
cloudland solutions of the road con- 
gestion problem it was inevitable that 
a single, brilliant idea would be bern 
of the transport crisis which successive 
governments have warned us about 
since Lloyd George first mentioned it 
to Frank Owen during a tempestuous 
journey up the A48 road from Cardiff 
to Westminster. 

The astonishing thing is that the 
genuine panacea should be the brain- 
child of British Railways, beset itself, 
heaven knows, by well-nigh intolerable 
problems, and the butt of every comic, 
trade unionist and leader-writer in the 
land. 

Quietly and without fuss British 
Railways announce that this summer it 
will offer a new facility to motorists. 
I now quote the authoritative and well- 
informed Motor; “So that the long 
and tedious journey over the crowded 
roads between London and the High- 
lands can be avoided, a special train 
conveying cars and their passengers will 
be run from King’s Cross with fares 
closely approximating those in force 
pre-war to Perth, the Gateway to the 
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Quicker By Rail 


Highlands. The overnight journey will 
occupy about ten hours.” Cars, the 
statement goes on, will be conveyed in 
specially-fitted vans, and passengers in 
day-time seats and night-time sleeping- 
berths (free rug and pillow), with 
refreshment.coaches thrown in. Overall 
cost will compare “not unfavourably 
with that in motoring the distance 
some 950 miles for the return journey.” 

Here, at one imaginative stroke, 
motoring is made foolproof for drivers 
of all ages, more luxurious for passengers 
than Detroit dreams on, and free for ever 
from the shackles of repair and main- 
tenance. At the same time, the scheme 
cannot fail to slash the formidable 
accident rate and free the highways for 
the use of heavy transport at an average 
speed increased by 1°63 m.p.h., thereby 
saving the country {17 million a year. 

Those who are soured on British 
Railways (and they are too numerous) 
will be quick to point out that the 
scheme invidiously applies only to 
Scotland-bound London motorists and 
makes no provision for tricyclists or 
horsemen, Such criticism is pettifogging. 
Somewhere a start had to be made to 
clear up the mess, and B.R. has chosen 
shrewdly for its pilot scheme. In time, 
no doubt, similar services will operate 
between principal towns, resorts, beauty 
spots and race-courses. 
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True motorists, at least, will fervently 
welcome the service as one enabling 
them to cast off the burden of taxation, 
presently weighing so monstrously on 
vehicle and fuel, by purchasing the 
engine-less models which surely an 
alert industry is already blue-printing. 
Feeder services to railheads, utilizing 
the now bare roofs of buses.and coaches, 
are an obvious development of the near 
future, removing the need to soil a 
vehicle on the highway for a moment. 
As the Motor so rightly (if obscurely) 
says of this revolutionary venture: 
“The benefit which the tourist industry 
must derive by not subjecting our over- 
seas Visitors to the most disgraceful road 
in Europe would, in the long run, equal 
the immediate commercial advantage to 
the business man and the saving in 
time to the indigenous holidaymaker.” 

There will be opposition, powerful 
opposition, from such vested interests 
as garages, oil companies, tyre makers, 
and the motoring organizations. {t must 
with the slogan “It’s 
quicker and cheaper to motor by rail.” 

RONALD COLLIER 


be fought 
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Church and State, Full Agreement 


‘* BANGKOK, Sat.—The Australian Minister 


for Eternal Affairs (Mr. Casey) is far from 
satished that the bd 
Idelaide Sunday Advertiser 
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“Me? I'm all for playing the National Anthem —-gets the place clear in half the time.” 


Smog Redivivus 


American scientists have propounded the theory that smog may be a protection against atomic radiation. 
Scene; A blasted heath near Battersea, Administrative officials of superior grade, subfuscly clad, declaim in chorus 


rs, snarling Siren shrill his joyful news! 
Ye Bards of Darkness, strike your Stygian lyres! 
Spew your sulphureous showers, Satanic flues! 
Belch your fell burdens, ye Domestic fires! 
Transport, and Coal, and Gas, and such-like Boards 
Proclaim high feast, and sing a roundelay 
To honour Smog, and al! his swirling hordes, 
Our Shield and. Targe ‘gainst th’ Atomic ray. 


Admin. officials disperse upstage, waving coquettishly to corps de 
ballet of stokers, shop stewards, sanitary executives, highway 


hygienists—-possibly a few dustmen and roadsweepers too 
heavers of carboniferous material, and so on, to taste. 


As Cockneys true we form a view with reason and with 
clarity. 
We shed no tears o’er foolish fears of nuclear fissiparity. 





We place our trust in dirt and dust and carbonaceous missil: 

That regal charm that fends off harm of radiation fissil 

Then damn the foe (no coarseness though, should that bx 
your proclivity) 

That arms his hordes of overlords in radioactivity. 

So build yet higher the votive fire with all our C.D. togge: 

Let still our constant watchword be unmitigated smogyger) 


Re-enter admin, officials, severally according to grade, each 
each his night-cap and candle. 
They declaim softly and tenderly; 


Sol’s misty Orb lies cradled in the West. 
Night’s matted tresses trail around his Head. 
Sink soft to Slumber, naught disturb our Rest 
For Smog reigns high. Th’ Atomic Beast lies dead 
Exeunt. Fade to caption. 
Cyrit JACKSON 














The Backward Glance 


REMEMBER, when I was a boy 
] in 1954, life seemed to have a tang 

and a seemliness it lacks to-day. To 
take a small thing that is symptomatic 
of much larger things, before the 
development of the kitchen hybrids there 
was no cooking-fruit and I can remem- 
ber my mother mixing currants, sultanas 
and raisins into the other raw materials 
from which would emerge a cake or 
pudding, hot and rich and giving off 
wonderful mouth - watering odours. 
Currants were small and black and 


sweet: they were tough enough to chew. 
Sultanas were larger and softer and, I 


rather think, slightly moister. Raisins 
I can remember only by name and from 
a dim memory of being given a handful 
when | was watching in the kitchen and 
had kept well out of the way. 

To-day the kitchen is vestigial, either 
a name rather whimsically adopted by 
restaurants or a vast, stone apartment 
in a castle. But in my childhood the 
kitchen was still what it had been for 
hundreds of years, an essential part of 
the home. Mixing, preparing, cooking 
and the cleansing of utensils needed a 
room devoted to it. Now the diather- 
matic chafing-dish on the table, the 
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R. G. G. PRICE 

growth of prefabrication and develop- 
ments in the packaging of edibles have 
increased the amount of food available 
for the population as a whole, while the 
use of cartoned drinks, spun-foam 
plates and self-cleaning implements has 
abolished the household drudgery that 
used to make many women old at sixty. 
Something, however, has been lost. 
There was the excitement of trying out 
a new recipe, the triumph of a success, 
the shame of a failure! Craftsmanship 
has and one more root in the 
English past has been severed, 

Week-ends to-day are very different 
from the week-ends of my childhood. 
On a fine summer afternoon the streets 
of towns would be full of players dressed 
in white on their way to play cricket or 
tennis at special sites set apart for them 
in recreation grounds or private open 
spaces. There was a good deal of 
laughter and chaffing and not too much 
attention to the rigour of the game. 
However, it was healthy fun in its way. 
Modern exercise is far more precisely 
directed to development of nerves and 
muscles, and the home-cinema stroke- 
by-stroke of championship 
matches brings a far higher standard of 
expertise into the smallest village; but 
I fancy that the young man rushing off 
with his bag to play locally and amateur- 
ishly was in some ways a happier 
creature than the young man settling 
down in the afternoon with a favourite 
Test Match or Wimbledon Finals. 

In my boyhood, entertainment took 
place very largely outside the home. 
This was frowned upon by preachers 
and makers of furniture; but I think it 
was bracing to have to smarten up and 


gone 
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then get off punctually to the dance 
hall or cinema or greyhound track or 
ice-rink. ‘There was an excitement about 
standing at the bus stop and watching 
the red two-decker lumber up. Often 
there were not enough scats for the 
passengers and one had to stand, hang- 
ing on to a strap or bar to keep balance 
while the bus slewed round corners, 
swayed and jolted. 

Even home entertainment was more 
communal and less private. ‘The sharing 
of the video-screen with other members 
of the family provided a focal point for 
family life and argument that does not 
exist with the individual spectacle- 
screen and ear-plug. There is, of course, 
an enormously wider choice of pro- 
gramme, but choice has led to isolation. 
There is less conversation at family 
meals because there is less shared 
experience. 

Another vanished pleasure was the 
bath. Oh, the unpardonable luxury of 
lying completely covered in hot water, 
knowing that you ought to be doing 
your duty with soap and flannel or 
sponge but instead just floating away 
into a happy and debilitating dream. 
Undoubtedly the bath was an appalling 
waste of heat, not very effective at 
removing the deeper levels of dirt, 
destructive of the surface oils and a 
generally slow and archaic process. All 





























the same, we enjoyed it. It was no more 
defensible, I suppose, than the open 
coal-burning fire, yet I notice sometimes 
in the gossip columns that both private 
bathrooms and fires are among the 
luxuries with which those in a position 
to command them dazzle the rest of 
us. 
The tailor has followed the cobbler, 
chimney-sweep, sandwichman and post- 
man into limbo and he was certainly 
often very dear by the standards of those 
days (with beer as plentiful as oysters 
were in Dickens’ time and cigarettes 
five a shilling!), but it did make you feel 
rich to have a suit made from a cloth 
you chose yourself with all the pockets 
exactly where you wanted them. I sigh 
nostalgically for the smell of cloth in the 
roll, the chalk-marks, the pins, the 
ceremony of the fitting. 

When I look back, while quite 
appreciating that the human race has 
gained much that then was enjoyed only 
by the privileged nations, | wistfully 
wonder whether at the time we really 
appreciated what we had. We have lost 
as well as gained. Notes with pictures 
on them gave one more feeling of 
opulence than the most comprehensive 
ration-card. A brisk walk on a frosty 
morning gave more feeling of body heat 
than battery-warmed clothing. And 
how the bicycles jingled! 
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From the Feast went 


Stephen 


AMUEL, at a booky luncheon, 
Bowled a literary up-ender, 
Quite upset poor Stephen Spende: 

Knife and fork alike suspended, 
“Lo,” he said, “my lunch is ended 
“Let the rest go sit and munch on. 


His retreat was unavailing, 

Samuel, quite oblivious still, 

Ground his dark Satanic Mill, 

Said (the phrase was far from clubbis!) 
Modern poets oft wrote rubbish, 
Went on casually railing. 


Spender, wanting eggs to throw, 
Said he liked the verses quoted, 
Lines on which he often doted, 
Such obscurities, he said, 
Often floated in his head, 
And he loved A Grief Ago. 


As for us, still hale and hearty, 
Not invited to the party, 
We, the Ancients, have our eats, 
We, beginning first with Henty, 
Find old provender in plenty, 
Come, at length, to lunch with Kea 
Early verse of Dylan Thomas 
Casts no baleful gloom upon us 
Let us up upon our legs 
We have lots and lots of eggs. 
Row.anvs Co.picor 
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Sister Lettuce 


UNGRY we stood on the 
H Bloomsbury island, with the 

traffic swirling round, Where 
to cat had become a question, Soho was 
far, Piccadilly unheard of. It’s easy to 
drift, peering at menus or through 
windows, and despair a little. 

This particular segment of sky is 
ruled by St. George, in the shape, 
rather oddly, of George | on a church 
spire; over the way rises, almost too 
solidly, the Swedenborg Society, and a 
little further on the mulberry-tiled 
ghost of Museum station, skirted by 
antique and print shops. Decidedly an 
odd quarter, 

At that moment the traffic paused, 
and we scuttled across. 

“Why not here?” asked my com- 
panion. 

“But surely,” 1 protested, “this is 
the Psychic News.” 

“Oh, one goes higher.” 

“Higher!” 

“Yes—do you mind?—vegetarian,” 

So upstairs we creaked, past the 
Psychic News and the Women’s Freedom 
Guild, to a landing of doorways and 
curtains, 

“Two dandies!” cried a waitress, 
popping her head out. 

I looked at my friend, he at me. 
Could she mean us? No doubt she was 
teasing, or this was a way of signalling 
strangers. Rather nervous, we entered. 

It was a small room, quite unlike the 
only other vegetarian restaurant I know, 
where the people sit among palms 
as in a shop window. Here were 
windows like port-holes, a tea-time 
herding. Soon we were looking not for 
a table but for seats together. ‘Two, 
almost facing, fell out. All about us 
were the enemies of what Shaw called 
“cannibalism,” elbow to elbow, fork to 
mouth, chatting, smiling, applying 
themselves with zest. 

“You order,” I said to my friend, 
“this was your choice.” 

We had artichoke soup, hot and 
stocky, replaced by a snatch of salad 
tickled with honey—agreeably fresh, 
In the slight pause that followed there 
was time to take in our surroundings. 
The arms of the youth sitting next to 
me were going like piston rods. An old 
lady in the corner had lifted her veil 
and was disposing of everything set 


By G. W. 


before her with uncanny accuracy and 
speed. Others looked briskly pleased or 
slower-going and thorough. English 
cating, in my experience, makes for pigs 
and peckers: these were neither. Prin- 
cipled, perhaps; for the more vegetables 
you eat the more doctrines you swallow 
with them. I noticed in the menu, which 
had advertisements like a theatre pro- 
gramme, theosophy, spiritualism, the 
one and only small loaf costing 1, -, 
biochemic salt. Compassion towards 
animals, cried one, will regenerate 
humanity! “Feel fitter and look 
younger”—pointed the managerial 
finger—‘‘these dishes will help you.”’ 
On a side-table were magazines, in- 
cluding Vega. Vegans—my friend 
informed me in a low voice—are a strict 
sect, abjuring not only flesh, fish and 
fowl but all animal products, including 
presumably silks and pearls. 1 wondered 
if there were any present, This lady with 
her Adam’s apple working before a 
stack of greenery had the high look 
but wore leather shoes. 

One needn't be a Vegan to be appalled 
by animal slaughter, by the eel—that 
romantic navigator—languishing on ice 
at a street corner, by calves’ heads and 
palpitating sea-urchins. Visions of the 
dreadful sacrifices to human greed 
sometimes afflict me—though never 
when I sit down to table—and if I lived 
entirely on vegetables I should begin 
to feel sorry for them. Does the lettuce 
deserve less than the snail? Has not its 
sensitiveness—its recoils, its emotional 
crises—been meagured by Sir Jagadir 
Bose? ‘Torn, bruised, chewed, it lacks 
only a voice. The Erewhonians, you 
may remember, became vegetarian, 
but in time had to give up even 
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vegetables, till bang went principle and 
they stampeded all the way back with 
ravening appetites to 

Our main course had arrived, and I 
gave a gasp. They do tuck in, these 
embracers of Life! A huge potato baked 
in its skin towered druidically over the 
surround of carrots, greens, spaghetti 
cheese (ah, not so strict). It all tasted 
good, much better than the two sad 
veg. we are used to, like Rosencrantz 
and Guildenstern in the tragedy... 

If only, now, there had been just a 
slice or two from ... a skewer with... 
a delicate quenelle of ... I swallowed 
noisily, and looked round. The woman 
with the Vegan look and the Adam’s 
apple had cropped her last leaf. 

“A mincemeat pic?” the waitress was 
asking. 

“Mincemeat pie,” said the lady, 
sternly relishing the words. 

“Two dandies?” Now the waitress 
was bent over me, and the mystery, 
breathed in my ear, had come back as a 
question, Then I remembered from the 
menu “ Dandelion coffee.” 

We caught at it, repeated the phrase 
as though it had always been ours, and 
really the coffee was as tangy as you’d 
get outside an Espresso bar. “Can we 
smoke?” I asked my friend. ‘Oh yes,” 
he said. But we couldn’t. We were 
invited to take our cigarettes and our 
dandies into the club room next door, 
which was empty. 

It seemed from the notice board that 
vegetarians get the best terms from 
insurance companies and have lectures 
or outings arranged for most days of the 
week. And the avenue may always 
open to sandals, lute music, chastity, 
unclipped hair, transmigration of souls, 
ballet, or sun worship. One doctrine 
ascribes virtue only to what grows above 
ground, 

But with all these possibilities, how 
ordinary were the few persons who 
came to sit quietly and stare out! 

It was beginning to snow. 

Under that sky dirt and prettiness, 
childhood and bad temper would pile 
up irresistibly. 

We hunched into our collars. George |! 
was trying on a white beret. As I took 
leave of my friend I suddenly exclaimed 
““Now—before I forget—I must go and 
get meat for my cat!” 
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Saga in the Suburbs 








Breaking the Ice Gently 


HE thing to avoid, living 
out here, is getting Caught 
Up, I have come to the con- 
clusion. Once we are safely 
| netted in one or another of 

' the social groups who visit 
"one another and only one 
another, or of the creeping 
ideologies which twine among the 
Parks and Avenues and Crescents, I 
shall have had it. At present, being 
newcomers, we are regarded as indi- 
viduals, taped only by the way we have 
coped with the brown paint the Council 
left in the house. We can go everywhere 
we are asked, and we are asked every- 
where at face value—invited to watch 
the Royal Family and the latest bunch 
of Iron Curtain culture on TV — on- 
lookers happily seeing most of the game. 
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My husband does not agree. His 
theory is that on this basis we shall never 
really belong to the place—will always 
have to be explained and annotated 
when introduced to people. He says 
we are like visitors to a new country-—in 
the early days everyone is enthralled by 
our newness and fascinating foreign 
accents, but after a year they will start 
grumbling that we've lived here all this 
time and stil don’t speak the language 
properly. It is all very well for him, I 
say—he only has to be here in the 
evenings: | am full-time. 

At least I am discovering the local 
conventions. In this neighbourhood we 
do not have full-time domestic help— 
nor even foreign girls learning the 
language (we are too far out of London 
for these). We have “‘dailies”— 





“Is there a doctor on the ground?” 
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possibly only three times a week bu 
still dailies. ‘They live in pre-fabs 
small terraced houses, brilliant) 
polished and full of smal! brass orna 
ments bought to require more polishin, 
They think their employers are lar) 
not to do their own housework and | 
possess vacuum cleaners and washin; 
machines; they also think soup is only 
made in tins and packets. They ar 
housewives who haven't been used to 
doing this sort of work, not ow?, but now 
with the kiddies at school it wil! do them 
good to get out a bit. Yes, half a crow: 
an hour is what's usually paid, thoug! 
in Kensington it’s three-and-six. |i 
plicit is a myth that they could afford to 
stay at home if they wanted to—also 
that we could afford to have them al! 
day and every day if they could on! 
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“It hasn't occurred to you, 1 suppose, that Cambridge may not win.’ 


neglect their familics that much. 
Furthermore they are always called 
“Mrs. Blank,” so that they can call 
their employers ‘Mrs, Dash” as well as 
“Dear.” Once leap to the resident 
maid level of Carole or Frances and the 
balance would be ruined—they would 
feel entitled or obliged to call us Sheila 
or Rosemary. 

Not that we are not democratic. 
When the lady next door escorts me to 
the ‘Townswomen's Guild Lecture | 
find all the Mrs, Blanks there as well as 
the Mrs. Dashes, the former wearing 
fifteen-denier sheer nylons, the latter 
thirty-denier, and mesh at that. The 
lecture is supposed to be about Old 
London, but we haven't really come for 
that, We slump into our chairs, care- 
fully avoiding the eyes of chairman and 
committee and lecturer ensconced in a 


kind of arena among us. Before we 








know where we are the lecturer, a 
plump, smoothly upholstered man with 
a pearl pin in his tie, is giving lifelike 
imitations of Shakespeare and Charles || 
and Dr. Johnson and blitzed cockneys, 
complete with dramatic gestures and 
characteristic dialogue. ‘To start with 
we are frozen with embarrassment 
this kind of thing is all very well on a 
platform with costume and make-up, 
but in the Smaller Church Room... 
But eventually we are even (for some of 
the lecturer’s stories are hardly the kind 
we'd like to laugh out loud at) giggling 
a little; and quite thawed and ribald 
between ourselves over the tea 
afterwards. 

When I get home full of all this my 
husband wants to know what | call it if 
not getting Caught Up in things, and 
think of him, cooped up at home with 
the children and Saturday Night Theatr: 
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I say well why didn’t he get the Sitter, 
and go out somewhere by himself? He 
says there is no Townsman’s Guild, 
sitting in the local bores him and is too 
expensive, and otherwise there only 
seems to be a Whist Drive. We eventu- 
ally agree only to go to communal 
activities which can be shared. 

The next on the programme is the 
Anti-Hydrogen-Bomb Protest meeting 
which is non-political, inter-denomina- 
tional, non-party, and free, so that even 
I agree that attending it should involve 
no commitment except not liking the 
H-Bomb. The organizers of this meet- 
ing are much more optimistic than the 
‘Townswomen—they have taken a hall 
hundred people, and the 
cighty or so present rattle and echo like 
a school treat in a swimming bath... 
One speaker summarizes what his 
leader said at the Party Conference in 
1953—not even, mutter the audience 
uneasily, 1954—and ends up with the 
assertion that if the whole world had 
believed in free enterprise and the 
individual we wouldn’t need an H- 
Bomb anyway... Rallying, we wait 
for the Opposition’s comment: “I will 
Not be drawn—lI will Not descend to the 
earlier speaker’s level—this is too serious 
for party political propaganda...” 
We then learn that the H-Bomb is 
the inevitable by-product of Capitalism, 
that it is no use protesting against it nor 
yet signing petitions—that all we need 
do is replace all capitalist or totalitarian 
governments everywhere with real 
Socialist ones... 


for three 


And on the way out there is a poster 
advertising forthcoming attractions run 
by the Young Conservatives—chief 
among them a lecture by the Secretary 
of the Young Communist League. . 
Which only goes to show, I hasten to tell 
my husband, how right I am about not 
getting Caught Up. He may be right 
about other places—other countries 
other people. But in the gentle objective 
broadminded toleration of an English 
suburb, surely I may be allowed to have 
the best of all worlds? 

Diana and Metr GILLon 


a) & 


Even Solomons in All His Glory... 
Twenty-five specially made lightweight 
boxers, each lined with silver foil and 
containing 60\lb. of tinned and bottled 
foodstuffs, are being carried by rail from 
Nairobi to Mombasa to-day.” 
The Tanganyika Standard 
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G oosander 


MIDDLEHAM 

HE Goosander (Mergus Mer- 

ganser), so says my bird book, 

and I have no reason to doubt the 
word of the clergyman who wrote it, 
has a cigar-shaped body well adapted 
for rapid progress both in the air and 
under the water. Sawbills—-so says my 
clergyman—are normally silent, though 
during courtship both ducks and drakes 
utter harsh barks, Here again he may 
well be right—he probably is—but as 
this courtship never takes place south 
of Northumberland I shall have to take 
it on trust. It is too far to go to confirm 
a harsh bark, 

In point of fact, in case the foregoing 
may have given you a wrong idea of my 
pursuits, | am not really in the least 
interested in birds, and the only reason 
that I went into the Mergus Merganser 
business was that, having scen this 
steeplechaser Goosander, | was trying 
to figure out why such a nice horse 
should have been so christened. 

Goosander, the horse not the bird, 
has one of the snuggest hideouts in the 
country—a warm box just off Middle- 
ham High Street. At the top of this 
small Yorkshire town stand the ruins of 
Middleham Castle, much inhabited at 
one time by Richard III, and it is still 
possible to see the room in which his 
only son Edward was born. But the 
boy, as they say in these parts, didn’t 
train on and died in the same room at 
the age of eleven. 

Beyond the castle lics the famous 
Middleham Moor on which Goosander 
takes his morning exercise. ‘These 
are the gallops on which Captain 
Crump, his trainer, prepared Sheila’s 
Cottage and Teal to win the National, 
and everyone here is hopeful of a third 
victory this year. 

Before showing me his charge Captain 
Crump described him as “a real old- 
fashioned sort.” This, I find, is a 
polite term among horsemen to describe 
a horse that is plain, no one being 
expected for a moment to believe that 
“real old-fashioned sorts’ were ever 
fashionable. Goosander, let us face it, is 
a plain horse. He is a washy bay with a 
white blaze and possesses a discreditable 
tail, which is short and curly. Never- 
theless he is a most engaging individual 
with an intelligent, almost humorous, 





By GIDEON TODE 


eye. Also he has the deep girth and the 
magnificent limbs that one associates 
with the heroes of Aintree. When he 
was stripped it could be seen that he 
was changing his coat, and his trainer 
was much concerned as to whether the 
horse should be clipped once more 
before the race. Certainly Goosander 
looked hard and fit, and as I stroked his 
neck I could feel the rippling muscles 
of the perfectly trained racehorse. 

Inside the box the horse was docile 

enough, but out on the moor he takes a 
lot of sitting—so Arthur ‘Thompson, his 
jockey, tells me. However, in a race he 
is the perfect ride, galloping resolutely 
into his fences and measuring them 
accurately. Not such a brilliant horse as 
Teal, he is, so his jockey thinks, a 
better horse than Sheila’s Cottage, 
Thompson’s other National winner; for 
Goosander’s record is a good one—five 
runs, three wins last year; five runs, 
three wins this year. 

Both trainer and jockey state emphatic- 
ally that Goosander enjoys jumping 
these huge fences, and as he won at 
Aintree over the Mildmay course it is 
difficult not to join in their enthusiasm 
for his chance; for on that occasion 
Goosander showed that he has the pace 
to lie up with the leaders, which is so 
essential to success in the National, 

Nor do those who know most about 
him have any doubts about his stamina 
—in fact the heavier the going the 
better his chance. Bred by R. Curran, 
























the jockey, he is out of Rosie Blink, « 
mare by Tartan (sire of Royal lan), by 
Sandyman—the only horse, incidental! 
to which Rosie Blink would breed. 
Arthur Thompson, who has ridden 
in every National since 1947, has 
chance to equal Jack Anthony's achiev: 
ment of being the only jockey 
modern times to ride the winner thre: 
times. He rides with a long rein and ha: 
an elegant style that suggests carly 
training in the hunting-field. At 
Aintree he prefers, unlike most jockeys, 
the inside position all the way round, 
although if the fences are taken this 
way some of them become a trill 
larger. Bryan Marshall, his only pee: 
over this course, having also twic 
ridden the winner, seems to prefer 
outside; last year, when he won 01 
Royal Tan, he lined up with his stab! 
companion on the extreme right of Uh 
field. ‘Thus these two jockeys may not 
see much of each other in the carly 
stages of the race, yet I expect Goosande: 
and Early Mist to be close togethe: 
when they arrive on the racecourse fo: 
the second time round. Much depend 
on luck, though what appears to thy 
onlooker to be bad luck is often a cas: 
of the rider not thinking quickly enoug) 
or of the horse not responding to 
the rider’s decision. Goosander and 
Thompson are an ideal combination and 
the jockey tells me that the horse is U 
cleverest that he has ever ridden. 
Having interviewed the horse, (lv 
trainer and the jockey, naturally | should 
have liked to meet the owner. Bur | 
was told that Mrs. Bache Hay lives in 
Scotland; in the heart of the goosande: 
country in fact. Perhaps at this very 
moment some wild foreshore thereabout 
is echoing to the harsh barks of duck 
and drake goosander. Whose bark is 
the harsher is anyone's guess. ‘I'l 
clergyman who wrote my bird book 


gave no indication. 
a a 


We're Definitely Interested 


“An A-line trousseau . . . will be shown 
to women members of the London ‘lrades 
Council on April 5th, Women wil! sec how 
a suit blouse can be adapted for wear with 
tennis shorts and how a bathing-suit to, 
can be worn for dancing.””"——The Star 
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“No one’s ever understood how he managed to do it.” 
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OU are old, 
Father 
William, the 
young man said, 
old enough to 
remember how 
our ancient, auto- 
cratic, automatic 
economy worked. 
Fatuer Witttam: Ah! The good old 
days, when gold entered and left the 
country to the unbalance of 
payments, when high Bank Rate 
meant short time or unemployment 
in the ‘chiles and mines)’ wen 
Britain boomed and slumped im tune 
with a fairly regular trade cycle. 

Younc Man: Bank Rate is at 4} per 
cent, and already there’s been an 
influx of loose change from abroad. 
We're back! 

F.W.: Yes, we are gradually returning 
to a capitalist economy, but it's 
capitalism watered down by social 
security, controls, punitive taxation 
and i eddie uachienge manipulation. 


o 


Everlasting Potato 

OST of the fields are ploughed, 

many of them already harrowed. 

Last year's scribble of weeds 
has been turned under. The untidy 
arish, reminding you of the poor crop 
of barley or the oats which were never 
carried, lies buried beneath the fat 
furrows still smooth from the steel of the 
shear. This is a fresh start; at this 
time of the farmers are like 
authors: they are surrounded by fields 
of clean foolscap without even a doodle 
of charlock or nettle as a blemish 
spoiling the untouched page. Some of 
us have not decided yet what we are 
going to write this year. That is to 
say, our cropping plan is still incom- 
plete. But it’s getting late, seed has to 
be ordered and if manures are to be 
effective now is the time they should 
be sown. 

The prospects are there, but farmers 
dare not write above their readers’ 
heads. It’s no use our planting a crop 
that the circulating libraries won't take. 
The merchant whom we owe for our 
seed and manures knows his market 
too well. In the end, of course, it is the 
housewife’s casual choice and shopping 
basket that decide what is written. 





Y.M.: And nationalization. 


2 FMW: Yes. If you want to see how our 


old-style capitalism worked you can’t 
do better than examine the progress 
of one of the younger essays: in 
enterprise—the mammoth multiple. 

Y.M.; Stores? Hire-purchase and all 
that? 

F.W.:- Exactly. Take Great Universal 
Stores, for example. G. U.S. is an 
empire, an old-fashioned private 
empire. And its success depends very 

on the ambition, opportunism 
and drive of one man. 

Y.M.: But hasn’t this empire taken a 
knock recently? 1 read somewhere 
that the Tyne Furniture Works, a 
G, U.S. unit, had started a three-day 
week. 

F.W.: There you are! That's what a 
rise in Bank Rate is supposed to do! 
Capitalism works on a system of 
incentives and penalties. That means 
selling, selling, selling. 

Y.M.: And what about the new h.-p. 
restrictions? Won't they hit the 
mammoth multiples? 

F.W.: They've been imposed for that 
very reason, but the big credit stores 
won't suffer nearly as much as the 
marginal traders, the boys who were 
offering goods on the easiest possible 


But it does 
seem a pity, 
when spring 
gives us such 
a chance to 
put a red 
pencil 
through our 
past, that we 
should have 
to go out and 
plant acres of 
platitudes 
and rows of 
dreary clichés 
again, especially when we have other 
ideas in our heads and the soil itself is 
secret with poetry and only waits for 
the seed to be articulate with anything 
from vines to artichokes, or asparagus 
to fennel. 

I’ve got one four-acre field well 
sheltered and facing south. It was 
limed two years ago, and I know it’s 
all right for potash. Just think of the 
exotic crops I could grow there if my 
seed drill were uninhibited, if I did not 
know that the only harvest I can be 
sure of selling is another verbiage of 
brussels sprouts. Our taste is depraved, 
debauched by dullness. This field could 
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terms—no deposit and innumerab\ 


instalments. 
Y.M.: Why do*the big multiples 
to sell. so cheaply? Is it jus: 


bulk 

F.W.: More than that. They *re what 
the economists call horizontal ani 
vertical combinations. They pro 
ag yeni Take United 
Drapery, example. Its activities 
include t and drapery 
stores, door-to-door selling, ocean 
trading (shops on board ship), furni 
ture and ] stores, multipl 
tailoring and knitwear manufacturiny 
The bi chaps control their sources 
of sw 


y, transport and retail! outlets 

a Se dae, handle efficiently, 
promptly and sell at what 
ordinary dealers regard as cut-throat 


yM:: You fancy these stores shares 
then—* Gussies,”’ United Drapers 
the House of Fraser, etc? 

F.W.: I do. With gross dividend 
around the 50 per cent mark and « 
eurrent yield of about six per cent 
they seem to offer scope for capital 
gains.. And the yield is certainly not 
to be sneezed at. Remember, young 
fellow, that I too am a “little man.’ 


MAMMON 


grow a lyrical yield of Ladies’ Finge: 
or Okra as it is sometimes called. ‘Ther 
is no vegetable more succulent or 
delicate, And how pretty it is, with it 
ink and mauve flower trailing from th: 
ry But who would buy th 
Only the minority reader with 
aR. palate. 

I have another field already rolled 
which would grow the Old Enylish 
—-they ripen anywher 
south of the Humber. And it could 
melons, pumpkins or peaches too 

it won't get the chance; both field 
will be sown with the dreary pot-boile: 
which naggh ames public demands 
potatoes, horrid and ubiquitou 
ag This monstrously oafish vege 
, which is as boring to grow as it | 
to eat, now sprawls over two million 


Ev r I ask the same question 
Why can't the housewife learn that spu:! 
are not a necessity, and that there a: 
some two hundred alternative vegetal)\«» 
all infinitely more palatable? It is as |! 
we read only the works of Sir Walte: 
Scott. Indeed, a nation which lives on 
potatoes deserves no better than to |» 
governed like spuds. 


RONALD DUNCAN 














Monday, March 14 

Mr. Arriee moved his motion of 
censure on the Government in what 
seemed almost a 
perfunctory 
speech lasting a 
mere twenty minutes or so. Its very 
perfunctoriness, in a way, was its 
strength; the situation, he seemed to 
say, was too serious to be resolved 
with fine phrases. Here, in a few stark 
lines, it is; and you, the Government, 
seem to be doing nothing about it. 
It might indeed have been true, as 
the Prime Minister taunted in the 
first sentence of his reply, that the 
words of the motion were so framed 
as to be acceptable to as many as 
possible of Mr. Arrier’s followers; but 
the issue of Socialist disunity seemed 
curiously, and rather indecently, intru- 
sive when two elder statesmen were 
debating how to save the world from 
imminent destruction. 

Sir Winston, defending his Govern- 
ment against the charge of inaction, hit 
a note as subdued as Mr. Atrer’s, but 
he aroused a flutter of interest with his 
disclosure that in July of last year he 
had sent Mr. Molotoy a_ telegram 
sounding him on the possibilities of a 
meeting with the Soviet government. 
Some of Sir Wunsron’s revelations 
about telegrams lately have not had the 
happiest results. ‘This one, however, 
fitted snugly enough into the Prime 
Minister's “factual account of what the 
Government had done to bring about a 
top-level two-, three-, four- or five- 
power conference” (/aughter); and so 
far it seems solid enough. 

Mr. Ricnarb Crossman, who voted 
against’ Mr. Bevan when Mr. Bevan 
abstained from voting with Mr. ATTLEr, 
also commented on the fact that the 
Socialists were all able to get together 
and vote against the Government 
amendment, He was, he said, surprised 
but delighted that it was now possible 
to hold that view when a fortnight 
earlier a hundred Members who held it 
were going to get into trouble. No 


House of Commons: 
H-Bomb-Happy 








other Bevanist entered the lists except 
Mr. Warpey, who proposed with 
apparent seriousness that where the 
efforts of Sir Winston had failed, the 
efforts of Mr. Nehru might avail. 

Interest in Sir ANTHONY EpeN’s 
winding-up speech seemed most con- 
centrated when he spoke of atomic 
experiment without the “bang.” “ You 
do not now need the bang,” he told the 
dispirited House, “for some of the 
things you did previously need the bang 
for.” Mr. Arruee slid to his feet. “ Do 
these new experiments poison the 
atmosphere?” he asked in a doom 
laden voice. Sir ANTHONY could not, 
however, tell him. As for the genetic 
effects of the bomb, the bogy currently 
the most fashionable in the House, he 
would commit himself no further than 
to say that “that raised another set of 
problems.” 


Tuesday, March 15 
After having anatomized the Road 
Traffic Bill for no fewer than eight 
afternoons in th« 


End of the Road past three weeks, 
aay ae the Lords finally 
laid their great 

task down. They have talked an 


uncommon amount of common sense 
during this stage, and the Bill will go 
back to the Lower House a better 
measure than it left it. 

“T am against Royal Commissions on 
the whole,” the Prime Minister told 
Mr. Woopsurn, amid titters, when 
Mr. Woopsurn asked for a commission 
on relief funds; and certainly, as was 
demonstrated in the case of capital 
punishment recently, the Government 
apparently always prefers to reject 
rather than accept suggestions made to 
it from outside. So it was not sur- 
prising that the excellent recommend 
ations on obscene publications made by 
the Society of Authors’ committec 
should be put before the House in a 
Private Member's Bill, while the 
Government bumbles on with _ its 
Children and Young Persons (Harmful 
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Lamminge 


Publications) Bill, which is likely to 
leave the situation werse rather than 
better. Mr. Roy Jenkins, who intro- 
duced the Bill under the ten-minutes 
rule, modestly admitted that he was 
not a lawyer. What is more important, 
however, he is an author; and as the 
law stands his pretty little animal story 
Vr. Balfour's Poodle might be held 
obscene, despite its obvious artistic 
merit and its author’s patently innocent 
intent, if some clever lawyer were able 
to prove that it had a tendency to 
deprave or corrupt the tiny tots. The 
Government’s most sensible course 
would be to give Mr. Jenkins the kind 
of undertaking they gave Mr. NABARRO 
over his smog bill, and attract some of 
the merit to themselves. 

The committee stage of the Navy, 
Army and Air Estimates went through 
in a breezy evening full of barbed words 
from Mr. WicG and Mr. Wyatr and 
esoteric Parliamentary jokes like this: 

Mr. Emrys Hucues: After all, it was the 
Prime Minister who said that the 
Admiralty is full of useless people. 

Sir CHartes MacAnprew: They may 
be useless people, but even if they are, 
they come under Vote A, and not 
under this Vote. 

Mr. WicG intervened on practically 
every Vote for all three Services; but 
Mr. Wyatr was, in the main, content to 
propose (under Vote 2 of the Army 
Estimates) the disbandment of the 
Home Guard. 


Wednesday, March 16 


It was their Lordships’ turn to 


discuss the horrors of nuclear warfare, 


and, eschewing 
House of Lords: 


Selence the opportunity 
House of Commons: for party schism 
Colonies ' 


(there are no 
Bevanite peers so far), they treated it on 
a high moral level which reached its 
logical peak when the Archbishop of 
YorK placed his imprimatur upon the 
hydrogen bomb, As in the Commons 
on Monday, the principal speakers were 
septuagenarians and octogenarians, a 
somewhat macabre circumstance that 
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may imterest such historians as are left 
after the bomb has done its stuff. 
There was a valuable but thinly- 
attended discussion on the crisis i 
Kenya in the Commons, where an 
initial breeze between Mr. BorroMiey 
and Mr. Lennox-Boyp did not prevent 
the subsequent discussion from achiev- 
ing a high statesmanlike character. 
However, interest in the House was less 
on the business of the day than on the 
business transacted elsewhere that 
morning. No reflection of the great 
Socialist crisis flickered into the 
Chamber, as it happened; Mr. ATTLer 
came glumly into the House during 
question-time without arousing a sound 
from his supporters, and Mr. Bevan, 
displaying more tact and party loyalty 
than he has been given credit for, 
stayed away altogether. 


Thursday, March 17 
When question-time began there 
were twelve Members altogether on the 
Opposition side, 
Mrowned Of? Wrelte to the front bench 
besee being occupied in 
lonely dignity by Mr. Horace Howes. 
“Can you the House,” asked 
Mr. Frep ErRout, purporting to raise 
a point of order, “what has become of 
the ition front bench?” A quarter 
of an hour later Mr. WutreLey came in, 
ink-faced, to ironical Tory cheers. 
hen Sir Winston entered vast gaps 
still showed in the Labour ranks. 
“There appear to have been a lot of 
casualties,” he observed in an aside that 
filled the Chamber. But the hilarity 
reached its peak when the time came 
for the Leader of the Opposition to ask 
Mr. CROOKSHANK to state the business 
for the next week. “Mr. Wurrecey,” 











called the Speaker, “ business question.” 
Mr. Atriee and the rest of the 
Shadow Cabinet had not, in fact, been 
deposed from their leadership; they 
had been to a luncheon celebrating the 
twenty-fifth birthday of the 
Herald. In all the circumstances it 
must have been a somewhat skeleton- 
ridden feast. 

When all the laughter had died down 
the House resumed its consideration of 
the Air Estimates. Much of the after- 
noon was taken up with a long account 
by Mr. Driserc of how he had 
embraced the cause of a young airman 
serving -in the Middle East who had 
fancied himself persecuted. The un- 
happy effect of this recital was to 
strengthen the 
taking form at earlier stages of the Air 
debate—that although the R.A.F. 
habitually live a good deal easier than 
either of the other Services, they moan 
a good deal more. 

In the report stage of the Arm 
Estimates Mr. Driserc went throug 


Mr. j. P. L. Tomas 


impression—already * 


the whole business again on behal! o 


an Army padre who had been “victim 


ized” for complaining about an officer 
he object of it all was to 
emphasize the right of both officers an: 


mess party, 


men to write to their M.P.s when the 
think they have a grievance. 


Friday, March 18 
Mr. Daiserc, egged on by Mr. Wi 


sought to turn the padre’s case into « 


then of Cieamonn matter of privi 


ent Bill 


out that he had left it too late. My 
Attcee (showing much party solidari! 
took up the cause, but in vain. 

The House then settled down t 
landiord-and-tenant debate. In th 
affairs the oratorical odds always favou 


the tenant, who is more picturesqu: 


than the landlord, and Mr. Main 
WARING seized the opportunity of son 
fine arm-swinging sentiment. But th 


legal odds, as usual, were on the sid 
the landlords, 


B. A. Yor 





Mr. Emays Hucues: After all, it was the Prime Minister who said that the Admiralty is full of useless people. 
Sir Cartes MacAnvrew: They may be useless people, but even if they are, they come under Vote A, and not under this Vote 
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Speaker pointed 
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Professional Gaiety 


1 Married the World. Elsa Maxwell. 
Heinemann, 18/- 


[Te style in which this book is 
written would make a life of Joan 
of Are or Mary Queen of Scots 
sound banal, but with all her taste for 
cliché, as an autobiographer Miss Elsa 
Maxwell does manage to put over some 
sense of her own toughness, and her 
shrewd assessment of the money to be 
made out of certain sides of human 
nature: sides that had, perhaps, never 
been fully exploited until she herself 
appeared on the scene. Her stories here 
seoten one of the most gnarled col- 
ections of chestnuts dropped of recent 
years, but, as one yawns one’s way 
through her pages, some kind of a 
pattern slowly appears. In spite of 
everything, the personality breaks 
through; perhaps not very sympathetic, 
but at least understandable, Certainly 
understandable in some of her individual 
dislikes, . 

Now just beginning her eighth decade, 
Miss Maxwell was born in Keokuk, 
Ohio, but spent her early life in San 
Francisco, where her father was Pacific 
Coast correspondent of the New York 
Dramatic Mirror, Even as a child she 
was, therefore, familiar with theatrical 
life, and was in a position to meet the 
occasional celebrity (Patti came to 
luncheon). No doubt the little Elsa 
gained at home a very suitable ground- 
ing in the career upon which she was to 
embark, 

Unlike most autobiographies, the 
childhood interludes in this one are 
infinitely unreal and feeble, and it is a 
real peculiarity of the book that the 
closer the author draws to the present 
moment the more convincing she 
becomes. This no doubt has something 
to do with her determination, often here 
emphasized, to live life at the moment 
it is actually happening. 

Anyhow, the point was that she left 
her family at an early age, and set out to 
earn her own living with a modicum of 
musical talents, an enthusiasm for the 
knockabout side of acting, and an 
indefatigable push for getting to know 
ee Here, again, the stage between 

nowing scarcely anyone and knowing 











everybody who has ever been mentioned 
in the papers is somewhat glossed over. 
The scenes with Captain Sands, the 
Warwickshire M.F.H., who provided 
the author with her first introduction to 
English life, have none of the reality of, 


for example, that in which the Duke of 


Windsor, wearing a kilt of green and 
white tartan, sings “The Surrey with 
the Fringe on Top” at the piano. 





-” sem ent 
Cad vassburgre 


Whether or not either episode is strictly 
accurate is irrelevant. From the reader's 
point of view the latter is credible, the 
former pure burlesque. 

No doubt something interesting could 
be written about the psychological urge 
that seems to have come about in the 
nineteen-hundreds to the effect that for 
a party to have been an enjoyable one it 
should be written about and photo- 
graphed in the papers. This is the world 
which Miss Maxwell cashed in on in a 
big way, and, in justice to herself, she 
makes little or no secret of treating her 
party-giving and party-going as a purely 
professional affair. Her professional 
approach was not always the same—she 
was for a number of years a well-known 
newspaper columnist—but there was 
always a hard-headed appreciation of 
what were really business commitments. 

Was there any harm in all this? So 
far as one can see, not in the slightest 
degree. The only thing is that it all 
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seems to have so very little to do with 
social enjoyment as such. At least that 
is the impression conveyed, as name 
after name appears, and the fortunes 
described add up to countless billions. 
It is, after all, no good telling one time 
and again that all these parties were 
tremendously brilliant and successful. 
Bernard Shaw, Charlie Chaplin, King 
Farouk, Mr. Chuter Ede, Al Jolson, 
endless Princes Mdivani, Mrs. Perle 
Mesta... Putting it at its highest (or 
lowest), one feels one would have 
to have been feeling in very strong 
physical and mental health to start off 
with for the evening to have been even 
tolerable; especially if everybody had 
been made to wear a false moustache or 
blow a feather off a blanket. 

It is really something of an achieve- 
ment to have met so many people 
deemed to be of popular interest and to 
have so little to say about them. Scott 
Fitzgerald was too drunk to get any 
sense out of... Hemingway “although 
he mentioned me twice in his books” 
made no impression whatever... Nor 
is it a negligible monument to at least a 
certain insensitiveness of the ear to 
have spent half a century rubbing 
shoulders with the nobility of half a 
dozen European countries and still talk 
about “Lord Valentine Castlerosse,” 
“Lady Elsie Mendl” or “Lady Sylvia 
Ashley.” However, perhaps these 
should be classed with occasional reck- 
less spelling of proper names such as 
“Zita Youngman” or the apprehension 
that “the Troubles” in Ireland were 
still raging in 1926. 

Well, if it’s all as bad as that, why 
bother about it? There, I suppose, one 
comes up, in some manner, against the 
secret of Miss Maxwell’s success at her 
particular line. There is an interest in 
how it was all done. That is, of course, 
what we are never told. It is like the 
memoirs of those politicians or soldiers 
who have taken part in all kind of stir- 
ring events and yet can give no sort of 
impression of them on paper. 

In the case of Miss Maxwell, it is not 
that one feels she has lived in a par- 
ticularly “amusing” world—indeed its 
lack of any real intimacy, let alone 
intelligence, makes it often sound 
painful to a degree—but at least it is a 
world which makes certain requirements 
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from those not inordinately rich. These 

requirements she seems to have fulfilled 

to a nicety; and it is this suggestion of a 
rful personality 


way of what might have been fascinating 
detail regarding how it all happened. 


ANTHONY POWELL 


How Like a God. 
Michael Joseph, 12/6 
Maneppo has “everything the Middle 

East has to offer... Arabs and oil,” a 

European colony composed of stock types 

—idealistic consul with hysterical wife; 

harassed business man with flighty 

wife; outcast Dutchman with native wife ; 

: frustrated police chief with urge to 

violence; ruthless oil executive ; girl just 


Stewart Thomson. 





H archzologist’s 
} itator with dark, 
han tic minor public- 
| school Poor White the whole boiling,” 
| indeed. 

if In theme this first novel resembles 
Mr. John Wyllie’s recent Riot; but 
! whereas the latter was skilfully co- 
{i ordinated and admirably written, Mr. 
Thomson lacks the same technical ability 
to control his cast (for instance, Jane 
pica introduced on page 10, does 
until page 85, and is finally 


pr sd —like the doctor’s love-affair— 
to fade out al ), while the writing 
abounds in cli throughout. 

J. M.-R. 
This 


Charming Pastime. Edith Tem 
ton Eyre & Spottiswoode, 12/6 oat 
Descriptions of scenery, not only as it 
looks but as it feels, are a strong point in 
this novel, indeed, now and then, a far 
murmur of ‘ guide-book” 
on the reader’s part is only silenced by 
the conviction that one is extremely 
lucky to be able so to ramble about Rome 
and to bask on the beaches of Sicily 
without so much as a solitary ticket from 

Messrs. Cook on the debit side. 

Characters and conversation are well 
done, and Helen, Mrs. Templeton’s 
leading lady, is in almost everything 
delightful. We meet her travelling in 
Italy with a woman friend, we see her 
ing men as noses attract smuts, 
and with little more gratification, until 
she reaches Agrigento, when the atmo- 
sphere of almost febrile sex pervading 
everything proves too much for her. 
i taken as a horrid warning 
to visit Sicily. The action of the 
seem too slight but for the 
that it stresses one of humanity's 
humiliating manifestations so 

heavily. B. E. 8. 
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The Nine Songs. Arthur Waley, Allen and 
| Unwin, 10/- 

Before offering us his translations 
Mr. Waley in his introduction ascends 
the Mountain of the Nine Doubts and 
invites the reader to consider from its 
summit the complexities confronting the 


scholar translating from ancient Chinese, 


The main difficulty in interpreting ee 
songs lies in the fact that the subject of 
the sentence is so often left unexpressed. 
Add to this the absence of number, 
gender, and tense, and that dates are 
uncertain, dialect words have been long 
ago translated, possibly inaccurately, into 
Standard Chinese, and the libretti, 
likely incomplete, are interlarded 

what may be meaningless cries uttered 
by the singers. 

Against these odds Mr. Waley has 
succeeded in giving a brilliant inter- 
pretation of the literature of Shamanism 
that flourished in China from before the 
sixth century B.c. until its suppression 
by the rise of Confucianism. From these 
dead letters Mr. Waley’s sensitive scholar- 
ship and poetic intuition has re-conjured 
the true magic: 

“He that looks, lingers, and forgets to 

go on his way” 
in the dream-world where spirits from 
Man’s deep past appear in a 
“Coat of blue clouds, 
skirt of white rainbow.” 

Brief as they are, in the Nine Songs he 
takes you ten leagues beyond the wide 
world’s end—to him it is no journey. 

R. C. 8. 


The Small Corner. Elizabeth Montagu. 

Heinemann, 12/6 

The narrator is secretary to a success- 
ful surgeon and is an old friend of him 
and his wife. Knowing that the marriage 
is breaking up, she watches and pries and 
gives little shoves and gradually reality is 
lost; her suspicions and sense of mission 
completely obscure it. In a hys 
outburst she reveals what she is i 
and the situation, which may or may not 
be as she has conceived it, passes out of 
range of her interference. 

The plan of the novel is quite in- 
genious, but the characters and setting 
are inadequately realized. At first it 
seems likely that it is going to be interest- 
ing on several levels but the final effect is 
thin. In concentrating on one or two 
characters that are vivid to her, Lady 
Elizabeth Montagu starves the hinter- 
land of the book of invention. There is 
not enough in it. Waiting for Camilla 
was very promising. This is a boss shot, 
but in some ways it is more interesting 
than a good many slick successes. 

R. G.G.P, 


Charlemagne: the Legend and the Man. 

Harold Lamb. Robert Hale, 16/- 

It would be unfair to Mr. Lamb to 
stress, and to the common reader to 
conceal, the fact that his narrative is so 
starkly overcrowded with (apparently) 
all the names from all the chronicles as 
to make it difficult to follow. ‘This is, 
none the less, a book to be commended. 
For this reader it has replaced the vague 
phantasm of a godlike hero king with a 
figure of flesh and blood—a live, crude, 
thrusting, unlettered barbarian, full of 
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“The Seaple I'm sorry for are the 
manufacturers of ear: plugs.” 


faults, haunted by successive failures 
but of er te ed ee and will- 
power, 8 y shaping himself and being 
shaped by the tensions of the time into 
one of the greatest, if not the very 
pasecrow hl of sovereigns—magnanimous, 

; open minded with a radical 
so Bs tne Reape ale men; 
enlightened patron of letters; staunch 
sincere defender of the faith. 

The author papnataly gives himsell 
space to develop relations of C harle 
with the admirable Alcuin, tutor, frien: 
good angel and counsellor; and inspiret 
of that noble dream of a united Christian 
Europe which dominated his later day 


Perfect Your English. G. !! 
Ward Lock, 8/6 


Perfect Your English is written in 
very old but ever-popular quiz style ai! 
is an admirable book of principles and 
subsequent difficulties without th 
academic points of grammar for th: 
sake of grammar. Some of the contents 
would be fownd in most school! tex: 
books, but these fundamentals ar 
necessary to enable Mr. Vallins to pro 

d the anomalies of the English 
ne ol He discusses such points a 
the correct une of the subjunctive, which 
Fowler has stated to be “moribund 
except in a few easily specified case: 
the difference between shal! and wil! 
prepositional idioms, figures of specc! 
the use of hyphens and the importan< 
of ellipses. 

To conclude an excellent book for Uy 
reference of anyone who is 
ar in writing or speaking correct 

, the author ‘has taken twenty 
par ents from newspapers, magazines, 

which have excited comment in 
Punch and discusses what is wrong 
with the English of each of them 


Vallin 


. 4 


Noble in Reason. 
Gollancz, 12/6 
Here is one more of the author's West 

Riding novels and, as might be expected 

it is compact of realism, textile manu 

facturing, serious thought and sel! 
analysis, and disposes of Christianit 


Phyllis Bent! 





a sentence. Also as might be expected, 
it is extremely well written, though it 
might have been more effective in the 
third person with an omniscient Miss 
Bentley hovering over it. As it is, 
Christopher Jarmayne himself tells the 
story of his disgruntled childhood, 
unhappy young manhood in his father’s 
mill, useful, if civilian, service in the 
first world war, success as novelist and 
playwright, and conscientious efforts, 
assisted by Freud, to come to terms with 
life and with himself. 

His two marriages, one wretched, the 
second most happy, and parenthood, help 
to open his eyes to many things including 
the true character of the father whom he 
has always disliked. An extremely 
interesting book, if not a particularly 
moving or exciting one. B. E. 8, 


In Another Country. 

stable, 12/6 

This first novel kept me happy and 
interested. The hero is a near-intellectual 
subaltern in an Economic Intelligence 
Unit in occupied Germany. He gets into 
entanglements with his competent, 
charming and Machiavellian junior, with 
his superiors and with a German girl 
whose family are mixed up in industrial 
illegalities. ‘There is a court of inquiry 
and a drowning accident, and on his 
return to his very Home Counties 
parents to look for a job his German 


John Bayley. Con- 
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Cornelia—YVONNE MITCHELL 











past catches up on him. Perhaps put !ik« 
this it sounds an ordinary love, black 
market and seamy side of victory auto- 
biographical melodrama. In precision 
and subtlety of comment and in freshness 
of character and situation it is a cut above 
its rivals and no less readable than they. 
Although the total effect is confused, 
for Mr. Bayley has not yet learned to 
judge explicitness and the ending is so 
anxious not to overstress a point that it 
seems garbled, unlike many promising 
novels it provides plenty of immediate 
satisfactions, and where it fails it fails 
in the right way. R. G. G. P. 


Dearest Bess. Dorothy Margaret Stuart 

Methuen, 21/- 

The saga of Devonshire House con- 
tinues to unroll its fascinating length 
The letters of its heroine, the adorable 
Georgiana, have just been added to it; 
and now, from the practised pen of 
Miss D. M. Stuart, comes a portrait of 
her who was simultaneously Georgiana's 
bosom friend and her husband’s mistress, 
and at long last duchess in her stead. Of 
all the lovely women who stooped to 
folly in that charmed circle Lady 
Elizabeth Foster is perhaps the most 
enigmatic. What manner of woman was 
it who captivated men so fantastically 
disparate as Count Axel Fersen and 
Edward Gibbon, kept the affection of on 
whom technically she had so greatly 


[Misery Me! 
Adam—Grorce Coie 
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wronged, and ended as the respected 
friend of a famous cardinal? 

The journal which Miss Stuart has 
unearthed and generously quotes sup- 
plies at any rate a partial answer. On 
other grounds also it is a most interesting 
document; for Bess, who knew everyone 
worth knowing in three capitals, was as 
intelligent as she was sentimental and 
had an eye, an ear, and a memory. 


F. B. 
Steeplechasing. Tue Lonspace Liprary, 
Vou. xxx. Edited by Lord Willoughby 


de Broke. Seeley Service, 30/- 


Lord Willoughby de Broke, the editor, 
has assembled twenty-two of the greatest 
experts in every field of the sport, but 
fewer contributors would have produced 
less overlapping and a more interesting 
book might have resulted. Only Gerry 
Wilson, the ex-professional jockey, seems 
to have the knack of conveying informa- 
tion in a palatable manner. The account 
of his memorable association with Golden 
Miller and their epic battle against Billy 
Speck and Thomond II is easily the best 
thing in the book. 

Of the seventy-five illustrations some 
are out of date, and an astonishing error 
is made by confusing the identities of 
Cottage Rake and Cool Customer, 
depicted jumping the last fence in the 
Cheltenham Gold Cup in 1949. 

G. T. 


| AT THE PLAY 
mh Misery Me! (Ducness) 
rT HE disillusioned young airman in 
Dents CANNAN’s Misery Me! is 
second cousin to Christopher Fry's 
Thomas Mendip. His is also an intel- 
lectual weariness of a world running 
over the precipice, and death seems to 
him an obliging friend. He comes to an 
Alpine inn to commit suicide in peace, 
but before he can master his irresolution 
he is joined by a girl and her pursuing 
lovers, an industrialist on the outside 
Right and a petulant highbrow on the 
dimmest Left, both armed to the teeth, 
clad anxiously in bullet-proof waistcoats 
and very angry. 

The girl is as much without hope as 
the airman. Born in the mountains, she 
has been drawn by the big city, and is 
now equally sick of a diet of champagne 
in the company of the industrialist and 
of the tedious fermentation of the masses 
in that of the bearded agitator. She too 
imagines herself ripe for a beautiful 
death. The action of Mr. CANNAN’s 
comedy depends mainly on the tricks 
with which she and the airman, brought 
close by melancholy, play off her lovers 
and take possession of their automatics. 
Of course we know very well what is 
going to happen; but the slow awakening 
of love at the point of a mutual pistol 
and of doubt in the immediate value of 
eternity is contrived with point. This 
romantic core is light and ironic; the 
rest provides a mixture of farce and 
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satiric comedy, a little thin sometimes, 
often curiously mixed in style, but paying 
good dividends in the character of the 
agitator, who in principle believes 
passionately in the workers, while in 
practice treading them down more 
firmly than anyone, and in such scenes 
as the sudden affection of the rivals 
when they discover common ground in 
ulcers of European reputation. 

The wit and discernment of Mr. 

CANNAN’s dialogue are distinctly above 
the average West End level—a good deal 
better than the play itself, which has no 
clear edge, although the characters 
remain consistent. It potters along 
amusingly, but then so do many enter- 
tainments not nearly so intelligent; his 
people talk well, yet their talk does 
surprisingly littie to push things on 
theatrically. If he could take a more 
positive aim, it seems he has most of 
the guns for a comedy which might be 
dramatic as well as funny. 
In spite of these faults Misery Me! 
deserves to run far more than several 
comedies on the current list. It gets a 
fair wind from ALasTair Sim’s pro- 
duction, which attends delicately to its 
ironies, and the casting is accurate. 
Yvonne Mitcnett and Grorce Coe 
pass from cosmic gloom to private 
felicity with attractive ease, and balance 
one another nicely. CoLIn GorDoNn’s 
portrait of the kind of Bloomsbury fellow- 
traveller who travels first-class is cruelly 
sharp, and Criive Morton, who has 
been produced to sound strangely like 
Robertson Hare, gives an engaging 
burlesque of a tycoon in heavy melo- 
drama. Good minor performances by 
Leonard Sacus, PHitip STAINTON and 
Er_een Moore make the acting unusually 
safe. 


Recommended 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch reviews) 


For all ages, Saint Joan (St. Martin’s— 
16/2/55) and The Matchmaker (Hay- 
market—10/11/54). For the not very 
young, The Little Glass Clock (Aldwych 
—15/12/54). Eric Keown 


) AT THE PICTURES 
=. {) 


The Country Girl 
Bad Day at Black Rock 


ERHAPS only readers over forty 

need to be told that The Country Girl 

(Director: Grorce SeaTon) has 
nothing to do with the old musical 
comedy that used to be so popular with 
amateur operatic and dramatic societies. 
It is, in fact, adapted from the play by 
Ciirrorp Opets that was called, here, 
Winter Journey, and it makes a remark- 
ably good film. 

The central figures are a musical- 
comedy actor (Binc Crospy) who has 
gone alcoholically downhill, and his wife 
(Grace Ketry), who is the “country 
girl” of the title (though this fact is 
mentioned, I think, only once in dialogue 
and may easily be overlooked). The 


main action of the piece is entirely con- 
cerned with the determination what 
the synopsis calls a “forceful” play 
director (WiLLiAM Ho_pen) to give the 
actor a chance to rehabilitate himself, 
and the theme is the shift of emotional 
tension between these three, from first 
uneasy audition to final suecess. Why 
the film should make such a satisfactory, 
strong, crisp impression is not easy to 
explain: the writing is good, but the 
excellence of the acting and direction 
probably has more to do with it, 

Mr. Crospy makes a very good job 
indeed of the part of Frank Elgin the 
actor, and I resent having to insist on the 
fact for the sake of those literal-minded 
label-fanciers who cannot think of him 
as anything but a crooner. Surely Little 
Boy Lost, only seven or eight months 
ago, should have shown these people that 
he is a very competent actor, even if they 
hadn't the sense to realize this from what 
he had been seen to do before between 
songs. To play a weak, disingenuous, 
sometimes unpleasant character and yet 
make him understandable enough to 
arouse one’s sympathy is no mean feat, 
and he does it very well. Miss Ketiy 
too, in the still more tricky part of the 
wife who at first seems only glum and 
domineering and gradually reveals her 
value, gives a beautiful performance. 

Mr. Ho.pen’s task is simpler: except 
for one or two scenes with the wife (and 
even there in a way) he has to be only the 
personification of forcefulness; but in its 
more limited fashion this also is a first- 
rate job. And the director's skill in 
conveying the mood and atmosphere of 
such occasions as the audition and the 
“read-over” in the empty theatre, his 
sensitive handling of scenes on every 
scale from the confrontation in the dingy 
apartment to the stage crowded with 
performers for “ production still” photo- 
graphs, make the film a continuous 
pleasure. 


More often than not, it seems, a film 
confined by something like the classical 
“unities” turns out to be good. Bad 
Day at Black Rock (Director: Joun 
STURGES) covers twenty-four hours in one 
little Western town, and it turns out very 
well indeed. 

Of course it has Spencer Tracy, 
whose authority would carry something 
much weaker than this. He appears as a 
stranger who gets off the train at Black 
Rock one day two months after the war 
and asks to be directed to the farm of 
Komoko, a Japanese. From the first 
moment he is ill received, but as soon 
as he mentions this name the little town’s 
collective guilty conscience decides that 
he is a detective, and led by the dominat- 
ing evil influence (Ropert Ryan) the 
more criminally weak spirits begin to 
plan his death. 

It is a suspense piece, and again 
atmosphere is important: the Cinema- 
Scope screen is well used to convey the 
feeling of dry, hot, ominous silence in 
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(The Country 
Frank Elgin—Binc Crosny 


the empty sun-baked street. “The clima 
is violent, and there are no subtieti: 
characterization or in the working out of 
the story, byt the unpretentious litt! 
picture is memorable and extreme! 
gripping throughout. 


* * . * 


Survey 
(Dates in brackets refer to Punch revu 

Except for Seven Samurai (2/3 
there isn’t much that is important any 
the London shows. Carmen 7 
(19/1/55) still be found, and A Sta 
is Born (16/3/55) continues; and a rn 
one that looks promising is The La 
Bridge. 

~~ a include A Prize of Gold 
(2/3/55), effective suspense, with Richa) 
WIpMARK in occupied Berlin, (nd 
water! (9/3/55), sub-Caribbean adv: 
ture with Jane Russe. ; and, least kn 
but most interesting, A Lion is in 1) 
Streets (15/12/54), careerist politi: 
James Cacney. 

Ricwarp Mais 
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» ON THE AIR 
Home and Foreign Affairs 


OW that Aidan Crawley 
has translated himself 
to Commercial TV, 

Lime Grove’s resident experts 
in the spoken word and social 
inquiry can almost be counted 
on the thumbs of one hand. 
it is a lamentable fact that the 
B.B.C. has made very few real 
discoveries in this department. 
Crawley's programmes have 
been extremely good. His 
manner is brisk, he pulls no 
punches and manages to con- 
vince his audience that the 
truth is available and worth 
knowing. He will (as we obit. 
writers put it) be missed. 

Christopher Mayhew is 
another sound performer. His 
forte is a display of uncom- 
promising integrity, and his 
only weaknesses, in my view, are his 
unswerving humourlessness and the 
somewhat monotonous tempo of his 
diction, His series ‘Men Seeking God” 
was a brilliant popular exposition of 
comparative religion, and his new series, 
* Peaceful Co-existence?” promises to be 
even better. 

In the first programme, “The Aims of 
the U.S,S.R.," he gave a very fair outline 
of the Russians’ intentions’ as seen 
through the eyes of Ivan and the cameras 
of the Commissar for Culture. It all 
looked and sounded quite convincing, 
and | have no doubt that some idiot 
viewers had telephoned their protests 
long before Mayhew had reached the 
second half of his programme. This was 
the picture in reverse, the negative; 
through Western eyes Russia's whites 
beeame blacks, her greens fiery reds, 
And to “fill in the blanks,” as the com- 
mentator put it, he roped in—dquite 
unnecessarily-—a 
and 





communist journalist 
union leader. 


an American. trade 






: 2. ey wiry, 








[Peaceful Co 


Christopher Mayhew, M.P. 


Mayhew .and telefilm add up to an 
instructive, stimulating half-hour. Inter- 
loping “experts” are not needed. 
When the rot sets in there seems to be 
no stopping it. The poor old Liberals 
did their best to appear bright, chal- 
lenging and worthy in their ‘Television 
Party Political Broadcast—and made a 
frightful hash of it. Rot? Hash? Take 
your pick, The truth of the matter, | 
regret to say, is that the Liberal Party 
hasn't enough talent in its thin ranks to 
do justice to an oceasion ‘and an oppor- 
tunity such as this: and'I doubt whether 
any useful purpose is served by allowing 
the rump of Liberalism to expire in 


public with a distressing exhibition of 


Cheyne-Stokes breathing. 

The speakers—with one exception 
seemed to have rehearsed all meaning 
from their words and figures, which 
included a long rigmarole comparing the 
purchasing power of the pound to-day 
and before the war and proving nothing 
more than that. prices have gone up. 
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“Onward Brains Trust,” 
the latest Party Political Broad- 
cast from the Tory stable, was 
by contrast exhilarating and 
meaty. It took the form of a 
direct telecast from a hall in 
Uxbridge, and followed the 
pattern employed by the B.B.C 
in “Town Forum” and the 
many other programmes that 
have stemmed successfully 
from the pioneer “ Brains 
Trust” of the war years. On 
this occasion the panel con- 
sisted of Peter Thorneycroft, 
Pat Hornsby-Smith and 
Charles Curran, with Walter 
Elliot as chairman, and all 
spoke well to the captive 
audience in the hall. 

To viewers, however, 
programme was much less 
satisfactory, and the Tory 
electioneering machine should, 
I suggest, think twice before 
repeating the performance. It is one 
thing to trot out sketchy and evasive 
answers to tricky questions before a good- 
humoured live audience; quite another 
thing to satisfy invisible viewers who are 
denied the distractions and atmosphere 
of gregarious assembly. In the hall we 
expect slickness, the quick answer that 
seems to spring from inexhaustible know- 
ledge and profound wisdom but is only 
vaguely associated with the question. 
We expect the ‘brains’ to score heavily. 
We expect a professional. style and a 
gambit as pretenticusly authoritative as 
Lord Hailshiam’s “Well now there are 
four points to be made. First... .” 

But viewers need more than verbal 
pyrotechnics, for the screen somehow 
magnifies all attempts at sharp practice, 
every evasive parry and unfair thrust. 
On this occasion half the answers given 
were off the target, and several important 
questions elicited no more than a deft but 
useless circumlocution. 

BeRNARD HoLLowoop 
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| “Splendid finish...” 


The crew are pretty fagged and thirsty after that long paddle and 
the final burst. But heartening, reviving coffee will be ready as 
quickly as the oars are stacked. For there's a tin of Nescafé in the 
boathouse—and there's no quicker way of making real coffee, 
steaming with roaster-fresh goodness. Nescafé is all pure coffee; 
it dissolves instantly and gives you really /resbly-made coffee with 
every cup. That is why people are coming to prefer Nescafé for all 
occasions—not only is it so easy (and economical!) to make, but so 
very good to drink. 













ESCAFE 


100% PURECOFFE! 


there’s always time for 
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" Sorry, Charles, the rowlocks of this contrap- 
tion have squeaked ever since I fouled Putney 
Bridge and I KNOW the Eton Boating Song 
is not in the Key of D... D’you think I should 
rest on my oars, step lightly ashore and... 
Splendid ! Let's mix ourselves a mammoth gin 
and Rose's and prepare for a choppy night with 
eight exceptionally jolly boatmen !”’ 


ROSE’S LIME JUICE 
for Gin and Lime 
SHORT DRINK: | CIN, | ROSE'S LIME JUICE 
LONG DRINK: FILL UP WITH SODA 
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EDWARD SHARP & SONS LID. 
OF MAIDSTONE, KENT. 
“The Toffee Specialists” 
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-and new. 
LOW COST! 


NEW EFFICIENCY 





tating Machine gives a total of 25 minutes’ 
dictation in tong and short bursts, at whatever 
time you choose, but weighs only 12} Ibs. 
Will also record meetings—’ 
typist’s output 40°, 
Radio, Photographic or Office Equipment Dealer. 


phone calls. 
See, hear, 


Increases 
try it at your 


SZ LO Te. Tle 


DICTATING MACHINE 


35 gns. with dust cover and tape reel.  Dictating ouitfit, 

comprising microphone and Dictating Pads, 6 gns. Earphone 

and foot switch with back spacing, 6 gns. 

SRUNDIG (6.8.) LTD. (Dept. P.) 59-41, NEW OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.C.1. 
(Electronics Division, Gas Purification & Chemical Co., Lid.) 














, 
—and here's why! 
INDIA pioneered the high-quality, long-mileage tyre in chis 
country, have always been in the forefront of tyre technology, 


viz., Balanced Construction and recently Cool Curing. Now 
INDIA have perfected a Tubeless Tyre — the trouble-free, 
long-mileage safety tyre of the fucure 

INDIA make both Regule: and Tubeless tyres — each the same high quality. 
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En ee The 

, Duchess 
eats off 
paper ! 


Yes she really does—those clean bright table tops 
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we find in the world’s gay places are made from 
sheets of specially prepared kraft paper treated 
with synthetic resins and pressed together. These 
are the laminated plastics now so widely used for 
wall panellings and furniture surfaces in ships, 
trains, bars, restaurants —and, of course, the 
modern kitchen. Beauty and virtual indestructi- 
bility in one! They are just one more example o! 
how the famous Aylesford Kraft made by the 
Reed Paper Group contributes to the world's 
well-being. 


Se 


PDai-meweiie dbus 


a « 
’ } - 
i 





} | 
j | 
4 | ( 
| ' 
@ Q 
of ° 
a 
fp 6*° 
; 
Head Office: 10s Piccadilly, London, W.1 
{ ALBERT E. REED & CO. LTD 
Aylesford Mills, Tovil Mills and Bridge Mills, Maidstone 
j | THE LONDON PAPER MILLS CO. LTD e EMPIRE PAPER MILLS LTD . THE SUN PAPER MILL CO. LTD . THE MEDWAY CORRUGATED PAPER CO. LTD 


MEDWAY PAPER SACKS LTD , BROOKGATE INDUSTRIES LTD ., REED PAPER HYGIENE LTD » REED FLONG LTD e 
REED PAPER SALES LTD e E. R. FREEMAN & WESCOTT LTD 


THE THOMPSON & NORRIS MANUFACTURING CO. LTD 


7 POWELL LANE MANUFACTURING CO. LTD ° THE NATIONAL CORRUGATED PAPER CO 











Punch, March 23 1955 








The case of Agriotes obscurus... 


Wherever potatoes are grown, wireworms are pretty certain to be encountered 
and to damage the tubers. In the U.K., for example, this destructive pest 
populates the soil in some areas to the extent of over a million per acre. In 
heavy local infestations this figure is probably doubled. Damage fluctuates, but 


Aldrin is fast becoming recognised as being the 
best of all soil insecticides. A little goes a long way 
and lasts a long time. Now in worldwide use, aldrin 
gives full control of many pests previously difficult 


it is nothing unusual to find over half a crop unfit for the table. to ‘get at’ economically. 
With wireworms on the increase, British farmers have welcomed the arrival Another recently developed Shell insecticide is 
om. , ° . dieldrin, posses i i 
of aldrin. This year in the United Kingdom alone over 90,000 acres of potatoes - ~ ane a — PP persistence. On 
P ° es eae — > . es . ollage, die ncont ide 
will be protected, mostly with aldrinised fertilizer. This Shell insecticide is the rolsavery wide rangeof weevils, 
: ; ’ 4 : i ap beetles, flies and other crop-cating insects. It is 
most impressive destroyer yet discovered for pests in the soil—non-tainting and : : 
: s ‘ 4 ut . also extensively used as a residual spray against 
exceptionally suitable for compounding with fertilizer. Just 2} lbs. of aldrin per Ghvese-contving imeem, 
acre guards potatoes from wireworm and other soil pests right through the 


Have you a stubborn pest problem to be solved ? 
growing season. 


aldrin 


aldrin and dieldrin are (Se. insecticides for worldwide use 
be 


For further information apply to your Shell Company Issued by The Shell Petroleum Company Limited, London, E.C.3., England. 
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SECURITY AND MORE 
Let your money 





THE FAMOUS ‘MOSS BROS’ 


earn a tax-paid Mackintosh 
return of , 


oo In all sizes: —Men £10,10.0., 
4 Women £9,17.6., 

Children £4.19.6. 
mn | oO Also a wide range 


of gaberdine raincoats. 
} EQUIVALENT TO 6% ON AN INVESTMENT 


TAXED AT STANDARD RATE 


Interest accrues from day of investment. 
Facilities for prompt withdrawal. For full 
details, write or telephone: 


City Prudential 
Building Society 


ASSETS EXCEED £€£8,000,000 


17 HOLBORN VIADUCT, LONDON, E.C.1, TELEPHONE: CITY 48323 
131/182 PARK’ LANE, LONDON, W.1, TELEPHONE: MAYFAIR 95381 
AND AT BELFAST - PIRMINGHAM © BRADFORD - BRIGHTON — LEEDS 
LIVERPOOL ‘ MANCHESTER * READING ‘ SWANSEA’ WEMBLEY - WORCESTER © WORTHING 


a 
ul 
i 
| 
i 
it 
q 
} 
| 
{ 
















MOSS BROS 


for tomorrow | +00« ror 


No more sopping wet hats which THIS MARK ’ OF COVENT GARDEN 
4 drip all over the place and are so THE COMPLETE MAN'S STORE 
eee Ts te Junction of Garrick & Bedford Streets, W.C.2 
BATTERSBY Temple Bar 4477 AND BRANCHES 


WEATHER-RESISTANT HATS 
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Ab, now I can have 


“aTco 


MOTOR MOWER 


By Appointment 
to the late King George VI 
Charles H. Pugh Lt4., 
Motor Mower Manufacturers. 










What has kept many garden owners from having an Atco? 


Not the pleasure of pushing a hand-mower up and down 
the lawn! 


No, they felt that until there was an Atco within their price 
horizon, they were not going to risk buying just any motor 


mower. GIVE ME THE PLEASURE OF MY GARDEN 
Well, sic, here is your Atco—a beautifully made, cleverly 
designed machine, light, easy to handle and at a price I'm not one to dash about at week-ends; I'd rather spend it im 


which, spread over the many, many years of perfect and 
effortless mowing it brings you, is a wonderfully modest 
investment. Atco to bring up those lovely lawn marks on my turf. 
The new Atco motor mowers—there is a model for every 


size of turf—are in the shops; go along and have a look at 
them. 


my garden—aquiet, cool and restful. What I want most is am 






See thee NEW 


14 inch ATCO 


MOTOR MOWER 











14 inch cutting width. Complete with 
metal grass-box. Full-width rear roller 
(essential for @ velvety lawn finish). 
Backed by the famous Atco Service, 


£35.11 


Inclusive of Purchase Tax: £5. 16. 0 





poy ny be br ha 

po fae onward method 
of purchase by extended 
payments. 
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J 
bristle -softening 
bliss! So comfortable, 

hardly know the 





Clade is there. 
rune 2/2 jan 2/8 


BRUSHLESS cream 


For enthusiasts of the no-brush method 
—the same comfort. No razor-pull, no 
soreness—even on those tender places. 


rome 1/11 yx 3/- 


ER 4s 446-40 
ne 





@ ERASMIC SHAVING STICK [S BRITAIN’S BIGGEST SELLER! 
— proof that if you like the stick way of shaving 
cannot buy « better stick. narm: 1/2 norper 1/11 















After 15 years of ration- 
ing, restrictions on our 
purchases of American Virginia leaf have been eased 
Now, for the first time since 1939, we can greatly 
increase the output of our best cigarettes, using lea! 
tobacco of our own selection. 


2 
Rothmans wellknown 
Mail Order Service is 
therefore being discontinued, and all Rothman shops 
(except No, 5 Pall Mall, London, 8.W.1) have been 
transferred to the ownership of approved tobacconis(s 


* 
Mt 


onion We are distributing our 


cigarettes through the retail tobacco trade—at first 
in London only, and later throughout the country. 
There are two superb brands—Rothmans de Luxe, 
in the black and white pack at 3/9d. for 20, and Pal! 
Mall, Britain's first cigarette with the built-in filter, 
at 3/7d. for 20, 


a almost, and if not, please tell us. 


Rothmans of Pall Mall 


5 PALL MALL, LONDON, 8.W.1 
MAKERS OF FINE CIGARETTES SINCE |490 
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i My, 


~~ 
— 
SS 


— 


* BLUE 
= NUN 


LABEL 


THE 
CREAM OF ALL 


In your plans for your 
child’s education and 
career life assurance can hm 

be a real help. Write — | \ = 
today for a copy of the £3, . 
New “Career Policy” 
leaflet to 


WM I 


I 


cs 


asllAeay Z 
Gp 
SCOTTISH GY 





THE WORLD FAMOUS LIGHTWEIGHT HAT IDEAL FOR BUSINESS WG), 
WIDOWS’ FUND YET CASUAL ENOUGH TO WEAR WITH SPORTS CLOTHES Yj 







Head Office 5 
0 Square, . THE 
nburgh, a 
London Offices : 


RIGHT WINE — La 
28 Cornhill, B.C.g ; 3 
17 Waterloo Place, SW. 1 Obtainable from men’s shops everywhere 








RIGHT 
Address of nearest stockist from: 8/10 Lower James Street, London, W.!. rHROUGH 
THE MEAL 
HOTEL PHOENICIA 
MALTA 


For a sunny Mediterranean holiday 
Un sterling area) 
FIRST CLASS CUISINE AND ACCOMMD- 
DATION AT SURPRISINGLY ECONOMICAL 





Bathing, Motor Yacht Piceigs, Water Ski-ing and 
schnorkeling, Dancing, » Private Cinema, 
Membership of social and sports clubs arranged. 


Kates and brochure on » Ask your Travel 
Agent or vhone Ce Rrard un 

















: Listas DAM 
-g LAYTONS WINE MERCHANTS 
' havea 
3% RESTAURANT 
where oye wees and Fine t 0s well 
— Making, It as shoe- 
2a Duke St., Manchester Square W.!. u Pays to buy ver 
é SS ee ; Very Good shoes, . every time ‘ 
Leaflet and addres, of your 
For REMOVALS & STORAGE 
CALL IN THE SPECIALISTS 


Nearest Stockist sent « 
request lo Dept, Po 
lorthasene® us, 


m 


HOULTS 1. 


efular Removals Everywhere 
LONDON OFFICE: The ries 
Chase Road, N.14 


Tet.: Palmers Oreen 1167-4 











HSS 


BE, <: 











RUIZ 


Ssabelila 


THE GREAT LADY 
OF SHERRIES 








H. SICHEL & SONS LTD* LONDON: W.C.2 
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There’s so much to find in Spain — beaches 
and bullfights, villages and vineyards ; old 
walled towns and crumbling red castles, 
cathedrals, palaces, and some of the finest 
picture galleries in the world, Gay fiestas, 
dancing, processions . . . 

The beat of the sun against clean white walls. 
Magnificent meals eaten on shady terraces. 
Ripe oranges picked sweet from the tree. The 
last swim, the transparent water, the scented 
breeze that comes with the sunset. Flamenco- 
singers, the “ ting-tong-tang of the guitar”. 


ined — 





SPANISH TOURIST OFFICE | 
70,Jermyw Street, London SW! 
\ G f 





Ss. wmeuch to de —40 pase tcemember 


At midnight the evening is still young. 

So much to do, so much to remember. 
Spain gives you history, beauty, warmth and 

And so little to pay! Something magical 
seems to happen to your pounds when they 
turn to pesetas. You've never lived so well 
and paid so little for it. Hotels cannot over- 
charge you — by law! Your hotel room and 
all your meals can come to less than {1 a day. 
Some Spanish wines cost less than a shilling a 
bottle. All this —and that sunshine too | 


% SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT 


PATNI 
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PEX Socks é Stockings ] 


Punch, March 23 1953 


Se eee 
ecccee 
tele 


~ 
on Ld J 
Ne tcren 5 . 
Saha se ed 


* Insist on KUNZLE 


Art Dessert 


CHOCOLATE ASSORTMENT 
.. «like Kunzle Cakes 


C. KUNZLE LTD - 








~ a compliment to Good Taste 


BIRMINGHAM - ENGLAND 

















Voll Good Salt 


SANDBACH, CHESHIRE 


PALMER MANN & CO., LTD., 

















Se er RS at Smee =i 
| L. ek y P-s-s-f / f 


i Ss : 
"ey ”’A re you i 
a Nibbler? F; 


Everyonc’s getting 
that nibbling habit now that 
Peek Frean Twiglets are her« 
And no wonder—these crisp 
crunchy biscuits have such a 
thrilling savoury flavour! Buy 
a packet of Twiglets today; try 
them with soup or salad, coffee 
or cocktails—and you too 

will be a nibbler in no time! \ 





ww.7 
’ 


Iwiglets us 


Made by PEEK FREAN — makers of famous biscuits 
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‘Still living in the kettle age?’ 


Is your kitchen work slowed down by the time it takes—time after time 
boil a kettle or a saucepan of water ? Have you wondered how long it ta! 
before those few steps between stove and sink become miles and miles 
the days go by ? Madam, you need—you deserve—one of Mr. ‘Therm 
instantaneous sink water-heaters. Easily fitted and as neat and smal! as : 
price, a gas sink heater gives you an endless quanti! 
) hot water at the turn of the tap. Here is your freedom fro: 
cold water drudgery. Here is the tap that gives you n 
leisure as well as hot water. Call at your gas showroo: 
to find out how soon and how well an instantaneous sin 
heater can get to work for you! 


Good-tts GAE/ 


THE GAS INDUSTRY MAKES THE BEST USE OF THE NATION'S € 
Isvued by the ¢ 
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Are you a winner 
all the way - 





- have 
you got the blues? 


Do you get off to a good start? Your brain pro- 
ducing a strong, clean stroke and a high rate of 
striking? Or are your thoughts hurried and ragged, 
never settling down to the smooth effortless rhythm 
of a winning crew? Do you feel in good form mentally 
and physically? Or as though you were seven lengths 
behind at Barnes Bridge and rowing in your sleep? 

Why not let athletic Andrews improve your style? 
Don't be torpid. Andrews will soon have your liver 
driving off the stretchers, put you in the same boat 
as the winners and the taste of victory in your 
mouth. Makes you feel like a flashing young blade 
with a place in the sun. Race ahead with Andrews. 


ANDREWS FOR INNER CLEANLINESS 
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SINCE MID-VICTORIAN TIMES 














DIVISION OF LABOUR 
First Swell. “Devoep nor, Fwarx! Cat a Cas,” 


Second Swell, “*Te.it vou war, orp Fettow, YOU snout, 


anD LL nop up Umewetta. ‘Ger THROUGH FP THAT Way.” 

[Plan adopted and cab procured. Total Collapse of Exhausted 
Parties marvellously averted by Three Castles cigarettes—the flavour of 
which being of auch Singular Excellence that our Elegant Pair thereupon 
Sorgot their Languishing State, alighted from their cab, and walked the 
remaining hundred yirds. 


It’s always been 
THE 


~ “THREE CASTLES“ 


CIGARETTES 
for The Quality 


W. 0. &H. 0. Wills, Branch of The imperial Tobacco Co. (of Great Britain & Ireland), Ltd. Tr. 768 





20 ie 3/aad. 














Mon ami le philosophe 


FRIEND THE PHRILOSOPEER 


‘maintient que les 


MAINTAINS THAT THE 


; trois éléments de 


THREE ESSENTIALS 


Phorticulture sont une 


BORTICULTURE ARE 


chaise longue, une 


DECK-CHAIR, 


bouteille de Dubonnet 


BOTTLE BY Ey 


et une imagination 


AuD LIVELY IMAGINATION. 


débordante. (Tres bien! ) 


ICR WORK! 





Even if work is contemplatcd but never dene, a glass of Dubonnet will riehly 
reward these good intentions. Whenever you drink it, Dubonnet fills you 
with the joy of living but never leaves you liverish. As an appetiser t knows 
ne equal. Get « bottic of Dubonaet today — 20/-. 


DUBONNET does not affect the liver 


SOLE DISTRIBUTORS: L. ROSE & CO. LTD., ST. ALBANS, BERT 
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Nature’s Masterpieces 
can be G. 
instantly 
recognised — 


-socan Pg Ss pe 
seamless - 


| «ap | HARRIS TWEED 
A masterpiece of Man and Nature 
THIS IS HOW > +> sere 






Smart 

























Pe i 
Look for the Harris Tweed Trade Mark. 
by| CARRIGK \ susro|  Sedeantntas ee 


that the tweed to which it is applied 

oo gee is made from virgin Scottish wool, spun, 
dyed, handwoven and finished in the 

A day in the country ? Outer Hebrides, No other tweed is en- 

Well, do the smart thing and take your Carricap. It looks good, ued to bear this Mark. 

It’s light and comfortable, And at the same time it hardly 

takes up any room if you want to slip it into your pocket. You can buy 

your Carricap in 18 colours — including Maroon, Navy, Moss Green, ttavVusTwad 

Camel, Medium Grey and Havana — for only 10/6. ft ean > 

From leading men’s stores and outfitters throughout the country. 














LOOK FOR THIS MARK ON THE CLOT) 


| 
| 


LOOK FOR THIS LABEL ON THE 
GARMENT 

Issued by 

THE HARRIS TWEED ASSOCIATION LIM 








William Carrick & Sons Limited, Carlisle. One of the Kangol Grovp. 





Thinking in Ay Fd 
terms of wheels? Pee 


When you've a job on hand that requires 
quantity, that is something for the expert to te 


handle. At Wellington, we have been pressing i» 

steel into wheels for all sorts of surface =a. 
transport for half a century. We have all the 

facilities — a mechanical press capacity from 


Pe 
10 to 2,000 tons, a hydraulic press capacity (pa 








on 


TN. 

pressed steel wheels of any size and in any 4 “ 

from 50 to 1,650 tons, welding capacity up to 

1,200 kVA... everything down to a specialised 

conveying system and full painting equipment. 
All of which makes for an efficient finished 


article and speedy delivery. When you think 
in terms of wheels you should 


en OanKey eee 


Hadley Castle Works, Wellington, Shropshire 
Telephone : Wellington 500 
Telegrams: Sankey, Wellington, Shropshire 
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After work, sport and travel 
always use 


WRIGHT'S 


Coal Tar Soap 


Sax, 1900" thaw 5, 


A perfect gift to the most critical palate, 
is an exceptionally fine sherry, both pale and 
beautifully dry, Specially selected at Jerez, this proud 
product of Spain is available in a trial pack of two 
bottles at 42/74; subsequent supplies at £12 
per dozen bottles. Your orders will have 


Pintail re 


SEER EWY 


PERTH, SCOTLAND Est 


* Sheer aetight 


Pintail 










Yor 60 years awarded 
the Certificate of Merit 
of the Royal Inatitute 
of Vublic Health 


MATTHEW GLOAG & SON LTD., sblished 1800 









lteeieniphe Light right 
or ieires pal 1 fet where you 


want it 
Refreshes the whole family 


AVAILABLE IN 
TOILET 4 BATH BI78 TABLETS 


JP 


SUPER MOWERS 


Pat. all countries 














. BP. Bleetrie Conver- 
ston Unite are now 
available 


Whatever you do — reading, writing, 
sewing, ANGLEPOISE, adjustable at 
a finger’s flick, throws its concentrated 
beam at any angle—and stays put. 


TERRY It needs only a 25 or 40 watt bulb. 
You can get it in Black, Cream or 
i, P. Cream-and-Gold from all stores and 
SIMPLEX i e oise electricians, at prices from 94/8d. 
2 stroke 
IT MOVES IN THE 


LAMP 
For Descriptive Booklet, write to the Sole Makers: 
HERBERT TERRY & SONS LTD (DEPT 7) + REDDITCH * WORCS. 


nace The ARCHBISHOP of YORK appeals for 
CANCER RESEARCH 


Dr. Cyril Garbett, The Archbishop of 
York, writes: The terrible scourge of 
Cancer has bereaved countless families 
and the menace of it must haunt almost 
as more. The Imperial Cancer 
Fund is doing invaluable work 

out active Research in their 

at Mill Hill and Lincoln's 
Inn Fields, I therefore earnestly endorse 
the appeal now being made. The need 
is great, we must see that the response is 


generous. 
IMPERIAL CANCER RESEARCH FUND 


Patron: Her Most Gracious Majesty The Queen 


RIGHT CIRCLES 


TAIBsO 




















the native makers. 
GREENS LTD 


Wine & Cigar Merchants 








M 3 Tans ot oe matt corvien out Concer Sapanae® tn own laboratories without State aid. New 
May weet for par Wine, Spt and] tthe eae Ge Ne OPEN Bet Caie el gs erties! Be 
Chaar requirements? =? Merde i London, W.C.2. sii 
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In the Spirit of Scotland 


J | 
| 
| 

| | 
| tecwaree | 
| ; 


RUGS, SCARVES | 
TWEEDS, TIES — 


cll woven by 


Ardiew fiewort 








<33Dag, 


\790 
os 


(REGISTERED TRADE MARR) 





SANDEMAN & SONS LTD., EDINBURGH 


"This fine British Cigar, latreduced | 


many years ago, is more 
popular than ever today. 


CARAS 
INTER 


Riegaot shape 
inches lang, 
as iihus- 
trated 








Delicate aroma and 
ela ming flavour. 


A Sa © Box of 
25 to tal noc oui. 


GREENS LTD., 


Wine and Cigar Merchants 


M4 Royal 
Cornhill. London. E. 
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NEARLY ONE HUNDRED YEARS AGO THE FIRST 
LONGINES WATCHES WERE MADE IN THE 

FIRST FACTORY OF ITS KIND IN SWITZERLAND. 
TO-DAY, ON THE SAME SITE, THE SAME 

SKILL AND PATIENCE FASHION THE ONLY 
TOOLS DELICATE ENOUGH TO PRODUCE THE 
FANTASTICALLY-SMALL AND EXACT PARTS 

OF THE LONGINES MOVEMENT. NATIVE 
CRAFTSMANSHIP AT ITS VERY BEST 


ACCOUNTS FOR THE WORLD-WIDE REPUTATION 


FOR ACCURACY AND LONG LIFE OF 


LONGINES 
—— 


THE WORLD'S MOST HONOURED WATCH 





Representatives: BAUME & CO. LTD., LONDON & LA CHAUX-DE-FONDS 





OF 
THE 
ORDINARY 


For those who prefer something a little out of the ordinary—some- 
thing with that little extra finish and polish, Belling have designed 
the beautiful Dainty Fire. It is one of the very few fires made today 
that is actually electro-plated, a luxurious finish that will stand 
years of hard wear and still look like new. 


226P DAINTY FIRE, 2kW, £27.10.4 INC TAX. 


ern te nn ren ne SOR EE eae CORY Abas o> te > @ 7 
Let us send you our latest 64 page colour book of electric fires and 
cookers — just send this coupon to Belling & Co. Ltd., Enfield, Middlesex. 

NO OBLIGATION AND NO CALLERS. 





! 
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NAME sisi " 

ES RD ? ® 

Unsealed envelope only needs I 4d. stamp. 

ia dnep cp or =n ab ath aa ene aia o> ab ah ge ae an te ae tn te a es ao cous ants tes cen eee! 
CRC 152 


























THAT PLINKETY-PLONK ON OLYMPUS . 


. . » was the first ukulele. MERCUR 

made it by fixing strings on a torto 

shell and probably annoyed th 

which, after all, was a mere 36,000,0/ 

miles off, If this is the music of the god 

he said, you can have it. MERCUR) 
the god of merchants and thieves, and babies born und: 
him are good at arithmetic. 


To assist him in part-time work as messenger-b 
he wore wings on his boots, an aid to flight frow: 
on by modern acro-dynamics, but useful for a qui 
getaway after a tortoise shell solo. 


Here today, gone tomorrow, that’s MERCUR’ 
characteristic of all planets, All but one, that is. Nothi 
could be more constant than 


THE PLANET BUILDING SOCIETY (EST: 1848) 


Whether it is £5 or £5,000, your money must be sa! 
productive and accessible. It is all three in the PLANE! 


1 Planet House, Finsbury Square, London, E.C.2 
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‘| wondered about 
our accounting 
but he reassured me...” 


“My business has been expanding a 
lot, you know. And I wasn't sure that 
our accounting department could 
handle the extra work. So I called in 
this Burroughs man. I told him all 
I could. Then he and our Chief 
Accountant went into the whole 
matter thoroughly. Later he told me 
frankly that we'd no need to change 
yet. Glad I called him in, though... .” 

The Burroughs man is at your dis- 
posal, without cost, as an experienced 
adviser on all accounting questions 
—and is well qualified to work with 
your accountant or auditors. 

If you wish, he will simply examine 
your existing system. And if he con- 
siders it satisfactory he will certainly 
say 80. 

But often he is called in because 
there is a problem to which he can 
apply his wide experience of business 
systems and mechanization. But he 
won't try to alter your routines just 
to suit certain machines. Rather, 





after analyzing your problem, he will 
suggest the most efficient and prac- 
tical solution— with real savings in 
time and money. 

If he does recommend any change, 
he prepares a detailed plan for its 
execution,and helps you get it run- 
ning smoothly. He will make sure 
you always get full benefit from any 
Burroughs machine you install. 

Whatever your business, large or 
small—if you have an accounting 
problem, the Burroughs man can 
help you solve it. Burroughs make the 
world’s widest range of Adding, 
Calculating, Accounting, Billing and 
Statistical Machines and Microfilm 
Equipment. Call in the Burroughs 
man as soon as you like— you're com- 
mitted to nothing, and his advice is 
free. You'll find the number of your 
nearest Burroughs office in your local 
telephone book. Burroughs Adding 
Machine Limited, Avon House, 356- 
366 Oxford Street, London, W.1. 


Here is how one Burroughs man solved a particular 


problem: Por several years the demand for the 
expanding ranye of products made by Storeys of 


Lancaster had been steadily increasing 


This called for a reorganization of their stock 


is ft 


hint? 


“What's this 


about going to 
Canada, Bill?” 





‘“‘Firm’s sending me by 
TCA Super Constellation 


—far the best, 
you know.” 


Direct Service to Montreal and Toronto 
TCA Super Constellations now give busi- 
ness firms the best service they have ever 
had between Britain and Canada. It’s the 
most frequent service to Montreal and 
Toronto from London and Glasgow, gives 
you a wider choice of travelling days, and 
there are same-day connections across 
Canada and to major U.S. cities. 
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FIRST CLASS 
Fully-reclining Siesta Seats. 
| superb cuisine, fine wines, 
| attentive staff. 

| RETURN FARES® 

London to Montreal £220.18.0. 
London to Toronto £236.19.0 
TOURIST 

Exceptional comfort, all 
meals included in fare. 
RETURN FARES® 

Li ndon to Montreal £149.1.0 
London to Toronto £162.13.0 


records to give more detailed and readily available 
information, so that production could be planned to 
meet the growing demand from both home and 
abroad, But how, without extra staff’ 

Mr, W. D. Dwyer, the Burroughs man who co- 
operated with Storeys in meeting their requirements 
without extra staff, is seen here with one of the 
Burroughs Sensimatics (hat made this possible 


FOR SPECIALIST ADVICE ON MECHANIZED 
ACCOUNTING METHODS CALL IN 


urroughs man 


THE 











TCA Viscount Services within Canada * Approved IATA off-season fares 
Soon TCA are introducing the famous | If you travel before the end 
Viscount turbo-prop aircraft on selected of March you cam get the 


| benefit of TCA’s low off- 
inter-city routes, and to some important | season fares. Your Travel 
U.S. cities as well. 


Agent will tell you how 
BEST TO CANADA ven) 


| much you save. 
TRANS-CANADA AIR LINES 
ONE OF THE WORLD’S GREAT AIR LINES 
Serving Europe, Canada, U.S.A 


Ask your Travel Agent 








Bermuda, Nessau, the Caribbean and Mexico 











Pt, sell sie 
Banister, 
Walton 
build 


in 








steel 


BANISTER WALTON & CO. LTD 
STRUCTURAL STEEL (Riveted -Welded) 
LONDON, 8.W.1-82 Victoria St 
MANCHESTER 17-Trafford Pk 
BIRMINGHAM 18-6//63 Western Rd 


womb 



















-Pakswell 
DRESS 
CASE 





The latest addition to 
the famous ANTLER 
Lightweight Soft-Top 





Lid and body are self-con- 
tained units, one half for 
creaseless folding of dresses and suits, 
the other for underwear, shoes, etc. 


J. 8. BROOKS & CO. LTD. BIRMINGHAM, 3 








FROM AUTHORIZED DEALERS 








THE LONDON OMNIBUS 
A VEHICLI 
OF INFORMATION ft 


WHEN Shillibeer's Ak OF 
omnibus first clattered Te —_— 
its way through the city © aly “ 
streets in 1829 the citizens of 


London realized that here indeed 





was a public service worth knowing and using. 

Likewise, the London Assurance offer the public an 
other kind of useful service by journeying into print with 
selections from their own omnibus collection of insurance 
policies. id 





Better Terms 

When school fees come in, some fathers find themse! 
wrestling with sums. Others have discovered, how: 
that the right answer to this particular problem i 
take out an Education Policy with us well before schoo! 
ing begins. It’s just a matter of good arithmetic. 


“How to be Well Assured” 

The many different kinds of Life Assurance we provid 
deserve a volume to themselves—and they have on 
Our booklet “How to be Well Assured” has hel 
many people to find the Life Policy that suits 
exactly. Would it help you? 


Valuables Advice 

“Rings on her fingers and bells on her toes, sh 
have cover wherever she goes” if her jewellery, fur 
other valuables are safeguarded by our All-Risks P 


There’s more to be said... 

If you would know more about any of the policies out!) 

here, if we can provide any information about an 

particular policies or about insurance problems gen 
pray make what use of us you wish. Our addy 

1 King William Street, Department X1, London, E. 


y 
THE LONDON 
ASSURANCE 


biry Goo feiptle bo Aenk 4«ntG” 
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Ask your local garage 
for full details or write 
for full list of Agents 
and Battery Literature 
about this Unique 
Battery Renewal 
Scheme. (Applicable to 
British Isles Only). 











{i S BATTERIES 


JOSEPH LUCAS . BIRMINGHAM 
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